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No grease...No hot combs...No worries...No danger 
To keep your hair at its flattering best for months 


At last! You can enjoy all the benefits of a» 
permanent straightener without risk. SILKY 
STRATE contains no lye to discolor or dam- 
age your hair—only a combination of purest |. 
creams. Curl or wave your hair as you , 
please, take advantage of one of the most 
popular hair styles and wear it straight! { 
Save time, effort and money with the mod- 
ern way to permanent hair glamour — 
SILKY STRATE. 
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3% oz. NET monn 
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At Leading Drug Counters Everywhere $1 .00 
plus tax 


Newbro Company, Atlanta, Ga., Dept. OT 


Ask about the Complete SILKY STRATE Home Beauty Kit * 













YES, YOU CAN BE A PROFESSIONAL NURSE. You can earn the 
respect of everyone you know by helping those who urgently 
need your help. 

ALL THE REWARDS OF NURSING CAN BE YOURS. You can get 
out of your present rut and be completely independent. Select 
the very cases you want from the hundreds offered to you... 
work part or full time without interfering with your present 
home or social activities . . . work in hospitals, clinics, doctor’s 
offices, convalescent homes, private duty. Specialize as you 
like ...infant cases, hospital nursing, or travel with your 
patient all over the world. 

IN JUST 12 SHORT WEEKS FROM NOW you can begin to earn as 
much as $20.00 a day and you need never worry about being 
“laid off.”” Never before was there such a crying need for 
nurses. Today 300,000 requests remain unfilled. Hospitals, 
convalescent homes, and doctors are begging for our graduates. 
No high school education is required for this complete nursing 
course. In fact many of our successful graduates, now earning 
top professional pay, have never even finished grammar 
school. If you are sincere and love people you have all the 
qualifications. 

DO NOT LET AGE PREVENT YOU from realizing your fondest 
dreams. Students from 16 to 65 have successfully completed 
this doctors’ approved course. 

IN JUST 12 SHORT WEEKS FROM NOW you can be graduated 
and wear with pride your crisp white professional nurses 
uniform. Family and friends will respect your shining silver 
graduation pin and your highly prized diploma from the 
nation’s outstanding professional training school. 

STUDY AS SLOW OR AS FAST AS YOU WISH. Some of our 
students study on and off in their spare time. If you are 
anxious to begin your nursing career, you can complete the 
course in just 12 weeks. Or if you have had any previous 
training, you can graduate in 30 to 60 days. 

BUT THE IMPORTANT THING IS to get free complete informa- 
tion right now. There.is no cost or obligation. We will send 
you, as we have thousands of other ambitious women, a FREE 
sample lesson and a FREE nursing booklet. Clip the coupon 
at the right and mail right now. Your FREE material will 
reach you by return mail. 


POST GRADUATE HOS} ale sCH OL OF NURSING 
431 South W venue, |Chicago 5, Ill. 
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— become G PROFESSIONAL “w24e in 12 WEEKS! 


THIS 1S THE HOME STUDY COURSE THAT Will Change Your Whole Life! | 









“A BIG STEADY INCOME 
IMMEDIATELY! 






























WHAT OUR GRADUATES SAY: | 


Mail Coupon Today for FREE Sample Lesson. 
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POST GRADUATE HOSPITAL SCHOOL OF NURSING, DEPT. 171104 | 
431 South Wabash Avenue, Chicago 5, Ill. 
Send me, without obligation, your FREE 16-page sample lesson | 
and FREE booklet. DO NOT:send a salesman. | 

! 
NAME | 
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“Youd have thought 
I gave her 
a million dollars...” 


Betty was visiting my house, and asked 
to borrow some sanitary protection. 
Well, of course, I brought out Tampax; 
both mother and I use it. Turns out 
she'd been wavering for some time on a 


should-I-shouldn’t-I’ basis, and was 
really pleased to have an excuse to try 
[ampax. She had a delighted look on 
her face the rest of the day... kept say- 
ing, ‘I can’t believe it — it’s wonderful.’ 
Ever since she’s been almost embarrass- 
ingly grateful. You'd have thought I 
invented Tampax!” 
[t's nice to tell friends about Tampax 
about its easy dispensability—the way 
it prevents odor from forming—and all 
the other advantages of internal sanitary 
protection. If you're happy about get- 
ting rid of belts, pins and bulky external 
pads, why not share your enthusiasm? 
As you know, Tampax is available at 
lrug and notion counters in 3 absorben- 
cies: Regular, Super, Junior. Month’s 
supply goes into purse. Tampax Incorpo- 
rated, Palmer, Mass. 
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Tracking Diana down and finding her in the arms of another man, Bill tried to 
kill her and then he remembered the danger signals he had failed to heed. 
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Each time Carol thought of how near she came to ruining her husband’s life, she 
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How she could be married to Guy and Bob at the same time was something 
Nettie couldn’t understand, but a physician and a diary provided the answer. 
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Leading men on and still trying to be a virgin can be a dangerous thing, Judy 
found, but even a fallen woman can find love with the right man. 


SPECIAL FEATURES 


es RT. 5 5.on sc csn cde esubes tener aseeuee ss 10 
Doris liked lovemaking as much as anyone but when Bill tried to make life a 
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Although her lithe limbs may be sheer beauty in motion to audiences, to petite 
ballet dancer they are just her tools for earning a living. 


Women Won’t Let Me Alone..................5506. By Wynonie Harris 28 
Getting women upset by seeming cruel, vulgar and arrogant is just a pose, 
says “Mr. Blues,” who avoids error of letting women go to his head. 
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EARLY 
BEL 


A Forum On 
Marriage Problems 


By Frances Jackson 


EAR MRS. JACKSON: I just got 

out of the Army about ten days 
ago, and now find myself in more trou- 
ble than I’ve ever been in in my life. My 
best girl friend at home, with whom 
I’ve been going steady for seven years, is 
going to have a baby. We were almost 
engaged to be married before I was 
drafted but her parents thought that we 
had better wait. 

While I was in the Army I met a very 
nice girl and started dating her while | 
was stationed near her home. Now she 
is going to have a baby, too, and her 
father is going to try and make me 
marry her. I am really “on the spot” 
and I don’t know what to do. I feel 
sorry for both girls but I don’t love 
either of them. 

Lonnie Evans 
Dear Mr. Evans: 

Whether you love these girls or not 
you are indirectly the cause of one’s 
trouble and directly the cause of the 
others, so you should feel a responsibil- 
ity toward both of them. You are a man 
now and it’s time you began thinking 
about the welfare of others instead of 
selfishly caring only about your own 
troubles. You probably will have to 
marry one of the girls so you may as 
well face it and make the best of things. 
The girl’s father cannot make you marry 
her unless she is a minor, but it is up to 
you to be a man and take the bitter 
with the sweet. 


Dear Mrs. Jackson: 
I come from a happy family and my 
mother is a wonderful person, but we 


can’t agree (Continued on Page 66) 








a bridesmaid... 


ovr a bride 


Most of the girls of her set were mar- 
ried . . . but not Eleanor. It was begin- 
ning to look, too, as if she never 
would be. True, men were attracted 
to her, but their interest quickly turned 
to indifference. Poor girl! She hadn't 
the remotest idea why they dropped 
her so quickly . . . and even her best 
friend wouldn't tell her. 

Why risk the stigma of halitosis 
(bad breath) when Listerine Antiseptic 
stops it so easily . . . so 


Listerine Clinically Preved 
Four Times Better Than Tooth Paste 


Is it any wonder Listerine Antiseptic 
in recent clinical tests averaged at least 
four times more effective in stopping 
bad breath odors than the chlorophyll 
products or tooth pastes it was tested 
against? Gargle Listerine Antiseptic 
every mornin . every night... 
before every date. 





quickly ...and for hours on 
end, usually? It’s the extra- 
careful precaution against 


Ne Tooth Paste Kills Oder Germs Like This . . . Instantly 


Listerine Antiseptic does what no tooth paste 





offending, four times bet- 
ter than any tooth paste. 
Notooth paste, of send 
is antiseptic. Chlorophyll 
does not kill s—but 
Listerine kills bacteria by 
millions, gives you last- 
ing antiseptic protection 
against bad breath. 





does—instantly kills bacteria, by millions— 
stops bad breath instantly, and usually for 
hours on end. Bacterial fermentation of pro- 
teins which are always present in the mouth is 
by far the most common cause of bad breath. 
Research shows that breath stays sweeter 
longer depending on the degree to which you 
reduce germs in the mouth. 








LISTERINE ANTISEPTIC STOPS BAD BREATH 


4 times better than any tooth paste 





A Product of The Lambert Company 








HOW CAN YOU HAVE 
LONG, NATURALLY 
ATTRACTIVE HAIR 


Smooth, Soft, Growing 
out Rich and Healthy? 


Science gives the answer: 
It all depends on the na- 
ture and condition of 
yourscalp. Inother words, 
you can have perfect hair 
only if your scalp is ready 
and able to make it so. 
Millions of people are learn- 
ing that when they seek bet- 
r looking hair they must 
think about the condition of 
the scalp too. They are also 
earning the amazing facts 
about Sulfur-8 Hair and Scalp 
ynditioner and how it works 
to beautify the hair. 


THE POWER OF SULFUR-8 


A Great Wonder Drug Formula 





mous doctors all over the world have 
n the wonders worked by sulfur for 
y hair and scalp conditions. A new 
entific achievement has now brought 
the very strength of sulfur in a spe- 
potent form called polysulfides. This 









marvelous “super-sulfur” is the wonder 
drug featured in the great Sulfur-8 Hair 
and Scalp Conditioner formula. Only 
Sulfur-8 has that sensational formula! 








rm DOUBLE ACTION 
S 


\ Works Two Ways — = 
4b On Hair and Scalp R) 
1. BEWEFITS 2. BEAUTIFIES 








something wonderful happens 


when Sulfur-8 goes to work to help hair and scalp 


What a thrill it is to get admiring glances 
and compliments about the beauty of 
our hair! Yes, you are really at your 
est when your hair is a glorious crown 
your charm-— soft and radiant... look- 
ing so smooth and full and 
magnificently long. 
But your hair can’t look 
._ right if certain conditions 
‘are wrong! 
Sulfur-8 can’t give you 
ew scalp, nor make your hair grow or 
longer than your scalp allows, but 
vhen used in time, it usually works 
wonders on many conditions that may 
id your hair back from looking its best. 
30, watch out for the warning signs: 





SULFUR-8 


HAIR and SCALP CONDITIONER 


Also U GLOSS-8 — The Pressing Oil for superior results 
so Us 
SULFUR-8 SHAMPOO — There's nothing better! 


Maybe your scalp itches or feels “tight” 
from dryness. Does your hair seem dull 
and dead-looking? Could be, the break- 
ing off and frizzy split ends of your 
brittle-dry hair makes it look rough and 
short. Act fast when you see those signs! 
When you use Sulfur-8 as directed, 
notice how soon that vitalizing massage 
action makes your scalp feel more alive 
and healthy, and how your hair begins 
to look longer, thicker, and softer. Those 
ugly dandruff flakes seem to disappear 
and your hair just seems to glow with 
new richness and lustre. Yes, Sulfur-8 
makes a big, wonderful difference! 








By James Goodrich 


L IONEL HAMPTON may have found 
the ideal setting for his vibraphone 
stylings when he recently cut two LP 
album releases for Clef. In making the 
albums, the ebullient, hardworking mae- 
stro had only rhythm support but it 
proved to his advantage, allowing him 
free play to express his ideas and talents 
fully. Result: he is able to demonstrate 
quite convincingly that he can, in such 
a relaxed atmosphere, be tremendously 
exciting as an improviser, swinger or 
ballad interpreter. 

Hamp’s efforts on Clef top anything 
he has done in recent years by a long 
shot. Most of his recording work of late 
cast him with his 17-piece orchestra. 
Playing in the cacophony of big band 
sounds, astute observers opine that the 
vibes king loses much of his effectiveness 
on his instrument. He now probably 
will be called upon most frequently by 
recording people to record with small 
bands. 

Hamp got some strong aid in cutting 
the Clef albums from an all star cast. 
It included: pianist Oscar Peterson, 
drummer Gene Krupa and bassist Ray 
Brown, all of whom can measure up to 
Hamp’s stature, musically. They laid 
down a solid brand of rhythm behind 
Hamp on the recordings and apparently 
he was inspired by it because he came 
on with what amounts to his most 
brilliant playing in years. 

Of the two new Hampton albums, ex- 
perts rate the (Continued on Page 70) 
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By Mrs. Sonny Til 


: OFTEN WONDERED what it 
would feel like to write about how 
Sonny and | first met and now that | 
have the chance, | find it difficult to set 
it down in words. 

As I look back over our first meeting, 
] can picture myself dressing in my 
Long Island home to go to the Copa City 
night club where Sonny and the Orioles 
were appearing in February of 1949. 
One of my girl friends, Peggy Clark, had 
asked me to go to the dance with her 
and since I didn’t have anything better 
to do, I accepted her invitation. 

When we arrived there. the cafe was 
crowded and we had to stand through- 
out the Orioles’ entire performance on 
stage. Later on, Peggy said: “Let’s go 
backstage because I know one of the 
fellows in the group and | would like 
you to meet him.” After | was intro- 
duced to Alec Sharpe, the rotund bass 
singer, he in turn called Sonny in and 
introduced us. 

Right away, | got the idea that he was 
rather fresh because with a wink at me 
he turned to Alec and said: “You know 
all the pretty girls, don’t you, fellow?” 

Later on, he came to our table and sat 
awhile with us and to this day | don’t 


ever remember giving him my phone 
number, but within two days he was on 
the phone asking me for a date. I put 
him off, but he was rather persistent and 
called again the following week. 

This time I said “yes” and he came 
over to the house and we took in a show. 
The group left town that next day and I 
didn’t see him for another month. But 
when they returned to New York, he 
called again and this time we dated every 
day for an entire month while they 
were recording. 

From time to time he would kid me 
and say that some day we would get 
married, but I always passed that remark 
off as another one of his jokes. In the 
meantime, I had grown to feel very af- 
fectionate about him and would always 
be on the lookout for a postal card or 
a phone call from him. I guess that | 
was falling in love with him all the 
time, but didn’t realize it. 

When Christmas time, 1951, rolled 
around | had bought him an attractive 
sport shirt and was waiting for him to 
come in town to give it to him. How- 
ever, that day the phone didn’t ring and 
I didn’t hear from him at all. I became 
very worried (Continued on Page 47) 
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You to save 


100 a Year 








Get this Automatic 


DATE & AMOUNT BANK 


25c a day Keeps Calendar up-to-date 
Also Totals Amount Saved! 


How would you like to save almost 
$100.00 a year in quarters without ever 
missing them? Would you like to have 
money for Christmas or birthday gifts, 
appliances,clothes, vacations,children’s 
education, or just a rainy day? Most 
people never get around to saving, but 
now, with the new miracle Banclok Date 
and Amount Bank, it’s fun to save a 














quarter every day—and 

how it mounts up! Reg. $3.50 
HERE'S HOW IT WORKS: |Mail Order 
Banciok forces you to save because Special 

it is not just an ordinary bank—it's a 

perpetual calendar, too. Every time 93 
you put in a quarter the avtomatic 

calendar changes the date. What's PPD. 
more, Banclok also totals the amount Persenelize 
you save. Can be used year after with initials 
year. Start saving as soon as you get | 25cperletter 
it. Guaranteed mechanism and key. 


Order 2 Bancloks and save DOUBLE. Order now direct 
from maker. 

SEND NO MONEY 

dust mail coupon today. Your Bancioks will be sent 
C.0.D. for 10-day trial. Guaranteed to show you a profit 
in only 8 days or Money Back. 

FREE 10-Day Trial “‘On Approval’’ 
aaa es Mail Order Today aw = = 
LEECRAFT—Dept. 10-TN 
300 Albany Ave., Brooklyn 13, N. Y. 

Rush me....... Banclok Date and Amount Banks 
for 10-day trial. I'll pay postman $1.98 each plus 
C.O.D. postage (Money-Back Guarantee). 


Ss Hs ion cnecewscaces (25¢ per letter). 
Potent Cleme.. oc ccccccccccvcccccccccccccccces 
RABIES. oc cccccccccccccccccccccesccescosess 
Gs 000000 0000008090804 Zone... .State....... 


|] SAVE C.O.D. and POSTAGE CHARGE 

Check here if enclosing full payment with this 
coupon. Then we pay all shipping charges. 
(Same 10-day trical and Money-Back Guarantee.) 
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, h White be cing, mae Fn my 
complexion the a4 make-up base. I took a tip from an 
iat i * ad showing a professional model 
same way professional who uses it to hold make-up on 
models do with Black and ¥ longer, fresher and camera perfect. 


é “But I wasn’t afraid of a camera 
| Yes, you can beautify close-up . -- not with Black and 


And it did the same for me!” 


Mrs. Pauline Davis 
Newark, New Jersey 


White Vanishing Cream. 
It’s greaseless (can’t 
cause blackheads), actu- 









iis feels softer. 


© For face powder that 
clings like mist, 
lipstick thet stays 














IT’S EASY TO EARN . 
ALL THE MONEY YOU WANT S 


powell 


Lucky you! Now you can ee Go one you need—$50.00, ag ame. 7 
$200.00 and even more—as the and welcomed Lucky Heart “Noe 
Representative in your neighbo ! All you do is call on your friends in 

our spare or full time, and take their bi — for Lucky Heart 
Feodeue, needed and used daily in every 


Almost everyone knows and wants Lucky Heart —and will order these 
outstanding products from you! You offer a wonderful omongaag a 
cosmetics . a some imported from France . 
care products... many more beauty aids. All are 
beautifully packa; so folks will buy on sight. And 
they all pay you ig profits up to 100% on every easy 
sale! Yes, it’s easy to make Be my Hye Lucky Heart 
Products. Mail coupon toda! r amazing FREE 
SAMPLE CASE OFFER! 


























LUCKY HEART CO., Dept. 2-K 
“OO Melerry St, Memphis, Tennessee 


Rush me your FREE Sample Case offer. 
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THE SLEEPER Be : 
Love came The ie 
And cast a quiet eye A 
Upon my sleeping heart First 
And I slept on ga 
Quite unaware sweet | 
That it had passed me by. ang 
—Juanita Phillips Negro 
and th 
REALIZATION I'm 
Starting from today you and | pa 
Can take a stranger’s kiss respec! 

Without qualms of conscience, 

Always remembering this: 

Our first one hundred tears , se 
Were the saltiest! ae 
. Sh 
—Bill Smallwood that : 
OCTOBER in 
Dear lass, I love October, salute 
When all the withered sod a. 
Is thrilling with the glory good | 
Of flaming goldenrod, gal 
For it was in October or hui 
That I learned to rejoice, tha 


When all my being hearkened 


The music of your voice. — 


Dear lass, I love October, 

When foxgrapes in the gloom 
Are purple fires filling 

The world with sweet perfume, 
For it was in October, ie 

While twilight walked the skies, Pa 
That I beheld your beauty 

And swooned deep in your eyes. 


Dear lass, I love October, 

When shellbarks fall like rain, 
While partridges are piping 

In fields once rich with grain, 
For it was in October, 

As geese went winging South, 
That I discovered heaven 

Upon your trembling mouth. 

—Edgar Daniel Kramer 


SOBRIQUET 
One lovely word you uttered 
One lovely word 
One sound and my heart fluttered 
A captured bird. 
One whisper like new music 
Divinely heard 
My tongue in answer stuttered 
My soul was stirred. 
I’m yours because you uttered 
One lovely word. —Lalage Browne 

















EUROPE’S WOMEN 


Although I have enjoyed reading TAN for 
the past three years, this is the first time that 
[ have ever attempted to remark about any 
of the stories which are so wonderfully written. 
The particular article I’m speaking of is in 
the July issue entitled “What Europe’s Women 
Think Of Negro Men.” 

First of all, I’d like to say—what’s with 
these white women saying that Negro men are 
so polite, understanding and sympathetic with 
sweet dispositions? As far as I’ve seen, they 
haven’t demonstrated these wonderful qualities 
with the women of our race. Why is it that 
Negro men treat white women like queens 
and their own kind anyway they feel like? 

['‘m a young woman, 23 years old and easy 
to get along with. And, I’m speaking for all 
of us when I say that we deserve the same 
respect as the women in foreign countries. 

Miss Betty Madison 
Atlantic City, N. J. 


As a frequent reader and enthusiast of TAN, 
I hasten to state that I thoroughly enjoyed 
your July issue. 

Aside from the many interesting articles 
that appear, the one I found most outstand- 
ing, illuminating and refreshing, was “What 
Europe’s Women Think of Negro Men.” I 
salute Europe’s democratic spirit and high 
sense of values notwithstanding their appreci- 
ation of people—persons of worth, quality, 
good breeding and educational attainments. I 
relish their frank enthusiasm for the facts of 
life and the realities that govern intergroup 
or human relationships. 

Continue to feature more of such enlighten- 
ing, illustrative articles and themes. 

Abu Bakr 
New York, N. Y. 


Letters To The Editor 


[ must say without a doubt, that TAN is 
the most exclusive, intellectual and inspiring 
literature ever published. I was very elated 
and enthused over “What Europe’s Women 
Think Of Negro Men.” This fitted the much 
discussed problem of segregation and discrimi- 
nation that headlines our American newspaper 
today. The contents of their answers were 
straight-forward and to the point. 

Our white American southerners seem to 
afford more interest in the word segregation 
than securing the peace of the country. Con- 
tinue these interracial elucidations. . . . I’m 
passing them on to our white southerners for 
an eye opener. 

Mr. and Mrs. Willie Frank Toliver 
Dallas, Texas 


‘WE COULDNT WAIT’ 


I am a reader of TAN. I like reading it 
very much and purchase one every month. 
When I read the story in your July issue en- 
titled “We Couldn’t Wait,” I was really sur- 
prised and sorry to see how it ended—when 
the youngest sister Terry, eloped with Eileen’s 
friend Jim and Eileen didn’t get Jim back 
until death parted Jim and Terry. However, 
Jim will regret what he did. 

I also enjoyed reading “I Bought My Hus- 
band.” Louise should have known that you 
can’t buy a man. 

Gwendolyn Sams 
Cleveland, Ohio 


‘LOVE-STARVED WIDOW’ 


I am a reader of TAN and would like to 
comment on the very important question you 
asked in your July issue, in the story entitled 
“Love Starved Widow.” 

A widow should consider that she knows 


her own mind and should not let her children 
decide for her. She might get a new husband 
who would help her with ‘her children. I 
never knew of a woman who had children 
who would not get married again. I have a 
wife and one child and if anything happened 
to my wife, I would certainly remarry. 
Edward MacDonald 
Johnson City, N. Y. 


‘TOO EASY WITH MEN’ 


I have been reading TAN magazine for two 
years. I have never written to you before. 
I am a teen-ager and a junior in high school. 
I like to read very much and enjoy all of the 
stories. I want to congratulate you on the 
July issue, especially on the story “Too Easy 
With Men.” 

I think you should have more stories about 
teen-agers. 

Mary Jane Strong 
Chester, S. C. 


A REPLY TO ‘TEMPTED’ 


I am an ardent fan of TAN and enjoy the 
letters to the editor—especially the one writ- 
ten by “Tempted Writer” of Detroit which 
stated that all colors are equal. This letter 
appeared in your July issue and I regret that 
Tempted did not sign her name and address. 
I like to know people that are broad minded 
and feel that God created all equal. 

Come again, Tempted, and let us hear from 
you. I am a young white man without preju- 
dice to any race or creed, except the Reds— 
better known as Communists. I do not like 


them. 
Jesse E. Smith 
Tampa, Fla. 

















Mail this coupon today 


A MORWICH PRODUCT 


1. Antiseptic (Protection from germs) 
Norforms are now safer and surer than ever! A highly perfected new 
formula combats germs right in the vaginal tract. The exclusive new 
base melts at body temperature, forming a powerful, protective 
film that permits long-lasting action. Will not harm delicate tissues. 


2. Deodorant (Protection from odor) 

Norforms were tested in a hospital clinic and found to be more 
effective than anything it had ever used. Norforms are powerfully 
deodorant—they eliminate (rather than cover up) embarrassing odors, 
yet have no “medicine” or “disinfectant” odor themselves. 





3. Convenient (So easy to use) 

Norforms are small vaginal suppositories, so easy and convenient 
to use. Just insert—no apparatus, no mixing or measuring. 
They’re greaseless and they keep in any climate. Your druggist 
has them in boxes of 12 and 24. Also available in Canada. 


FREE informative Norforms booklet 


ust mail this coupon to: Dept. T-410 
Notwich Pharmacal Company, Norwich, N. Y. 


Please send me the new Norforms booklet, in a 
plain envelope. 


Name. 





Street. 


(pvease print) 





City. Zone State. 
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Your Monto 


Doris liked lovemaking as well as anyone, but when Bill sought 


0: 








a. to make life a perpetual honeymoon, she knew that only 


Sa something drastic would bring him to his senses. 


er, 
wz 


‘ MONTHS AGO my answer to that question would have 
en a very definite “no!” But that was before I learned 
xpecting the moonlight-and-romance atmosphere of 
hip to continue throughout marriage is like wearing 

clothes every day in the week. A party dress can 
etty worn and threadbare if worn all the time. 

n't get me wrong. I’m just as much in favor of mar- 
ve as any woman. In fact, I think that as a couple 

to each other with the passage of time, they can 
ence a more mature and satisfying love, one that can 
e satisfying and more complete than that they knew 
yweds. But you don’t put on a formal gown to do 
ily wash, and to expect “love” to solve all the daily 
s a man and wife must face—and solve—makes just 
h sense in my book. 
king back, Bill and I had the kind of courtship that 
| to guarantee a lifetime of married bliss. Both of 
from fairly well-to-do families, who did all they 
help make things easy for us starting out. My wed- 
a big social event and everything went off perfectly. 
ame to think of ours as an ideal marriage it was 
because all our friends and relatives were always 
what a charming couple we were. 
rming—delightful—gay, that was Bill, all right. It 
e qualities that attracted him to me and made him 
the most popular fellows in our set. Actually, Bill’s 
le charm tended to make you forget his faults, but 
s something | discovered much later. 
bride, | was the happiest girl in the world and 
| nothing more than to nestle in the comforting em- 
my husband. This seemed to be the answer to any 
1 even when we were just engaged and going around 
in together. (Continued on Page 67) 





should know about 


CUTS and SCRAPES 


DON’T neglect a small cut. 


DO use iodine or other antiseptic. 
When bleeding stops, spread on a 
protective film of ‘Vaseline’ Petro- 
leum Jelly. Bandage loosely only 
if cut will be exposed to dirt. 


DON’T bandage a scrape before 
cleaning with mild soap and water 
or mild antiseptic. 

DO use ‘Vaseline’ Petroleum Jelly 
to promote healing, prevent a 
hard scab. 


No family should ever be without 
‘Vaseline’ Petroleum Jelly! Used 
in hospitals and clinics, it’s medi- 
cally approved for home first-aid. 
Put a jar or tube of ‘Vaseline’ 
Petroleum Jelly in your medicine 
chest today. 

THE VASELINE 

BRAND IS YOUR 

GUARANTEE OF 


“Rill. please don’t say that 

going to parties means more 

to you than—than your own 
child?” 


— 


Simple, safe, soothing 


The FIRST-AID KIT = 


Look for the trade mark VASELINE, 
owned by the Chesebrough Mfg. Co., Cons’d 
and you can be sure the product’s pure. 





YOU CAN ACTUALLY SEE RESULTS 
IN JUST A FEW DAYS! 


You can be lovelier—and that’s a prom- 
ise! Try one jar of NADINOLA Bleaching 
Cream. Then watch your mirror every 
day—see your skin grow lighter, brighter. 


Get NADINOLA now at your drug store 
yr toilet counter. See for yourself what 
millions have already proven about its 
wonderful bleaching and clearing action. 
See how it gives your skin that creamier, 
brighter, clearer appearance that makes 
men look at you with new interest —and 
causes women to exclaim, ‘“‘How lucky 


FOR OILY SKIN 
New Nadinela Deluxe 
ae Cream is 


greaseless. 
Lightons skin and lessens 
shine. 75¢ and $1.25 





FOR DRY SKIN 

me ... original, ever-famous 

Nadinola Bieaching meg is 
enriched with fine cosmetic 

to relieve dryness. 75¢ and 1 10 





she is to have such lovely, light skin!” 

NADINOLA works so fast, results are 
guaranteed from just one jar! Use it to 
lighten your complexion, to loosen black- 
heads, to make your skin feel softer 
and smoother, look clearer and lovelier. 

There are 2 kinds of NADINOLA—one 
for oily skin, one for dry skin. Both give 
you the same remarkable bleaching and 
clearing action. Both are guaranteed to 
satisfy you completely or your money 
back. Get NADINOLA right away! 


NADINOLA 


BLEACHING CREAM 


JUST ONE JAR will make your 
complexion brighter and lovelier! 





EAT ANYTHING 
WITH FALSE TEETH 


u have trouble with plates that 
ock and cause sore gums—try 
ns Plasti-Liner. One applica- 
nakes plates fit snugly without 
powder or paste, because Brimms { 
Plasti-Liner hardens permanently to 
plate. Ic relines and refits loose 
m a way no powder or paste can do. Even on 
»id rubber plates you get good results six months 
s year or longer. YOU CAN EAT ANYTHING! Sim- 
soft strip of Plasti-Liner on troublesome 
or lower. Bite and it molds perfectly. Easy 
tasteless, odorless, harmless to you and your 
Removable as directed. Money back if not 
letely satishied. Ask your druggist ! 


BRIMMS PLASTI-LINER 


THE PERMANENT DENTURE RELINER 














S$ PROFITABLE T' 


MAKE and SELL HATS 
Our wholesale price 32 page catalog 
including EVERYTHING USED IN 
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» ete. Send 25¢ 
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T HE MONTH OF October always 

ushers in a new cycle with the shift 
from the summer months to the winter 
period. Change and adjustment of liv- 
ing habits are the order of the day, giv- 
ing a new zest to work, business and 
social life. 

There are three major trends or tend- 
encies exhibited by the planet forma- 
tions, each of which can have a direct 
bearing upon the affairs of many per- 
sons in a major way. Others can expect 
some phase of reflection to take place 
in respect to their lives of a character 
which will be out of the ordinary. 

There will be increased pressure in 
occupational, family and public affairs 
because of excitement and unrest in po- 
litical and national events and condi- 
tions. Those who lead orderly lives and 
conduct their affairs in a well-organized 
and non-obligated manner, will be in a 
position to act upon such inducements 
and advantages as will prevail. 

But those who have been careless, 
or have complicated their 
lives with extravagance, emotional, do- 


negligent, 


mestic or social irregularities, may feel 
a squeeze or encounter some sort of a 
crisis with an aftermath of regrets or 
disillusionment. 

The star tides move in a helpful and 
promising manner for birthdays Janu- 
ary 13th to 19th, although these people 
are at the same time subject to a set of 
disturbing incidents affecting the domes- 
tic or business partnerships. An active 
month is on schedule for Pisces when 
many aims and plans can mature and 
some lucky “breaks” may crop up in 
business, job, romance or domestic life. 








The more (Continued on Page 66) 
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By Margo Hughes 


| Fane FOURSOME being sponsored by the George 

Treadwell management is The Four Guys. Group 
consists of two Austin brothers and two ofay Carroll 
brothers. First recordings are to be released soon by 
Mercury and rumors are that their classic interpretations 
of current pop tunes may give Godfrey’s Mariners plenty 
of competition . . . Scandinavian countries are due for 
a royal visit when “The Divine Sarah” —Vaughan, that is, ASSORTED in Silk, Wool, Cotton & 


begins a concert tour in early fall . . . Major TV movie ALL SIZES in Good Condition. 
: BUT NO LESS THAN 20 DRESSES 
outfit soon to release a series of film shorts featuring AT THIS BARGAIN PRICE. 


vocalist Ruth Brown singing the rhythm and blues that 


‘ ss de her famous. ma - 
made her rH) Ladies’ Lodies SkETS 


OE OME) BLOUSES | ?° fr $1.79 
. OE pence 
Lionel Hampton set to play himself when the Benny 5 for $1.69 
Goodman flicker hits the sound stage. And, speaking Abii Sts ia eel 
of Hamp, his crazy rhythms upset the “bad girl of mig gente 
show business” Dinah Washington so completely at a - 
recent show that she broke it up by wailing Pennies QUILT PIECES 
From Heaven right from the audience . . . Hottest 3 Ibs. - $1.49 5 for $2.29 
feud in show business sizzling between Illinois Jacquet a 
and singing sensation, Roy Hamilton—all a matter of 
who’s on top in the billing department . . . Exactly 
one week after the arrival of William Latham, 3rd, first 
son of effervescent blues singer Mabel Scott, mama was 
back on stage—which, of course, leaves us all wonder- 
Illinois Jacquet ing how much energy can you have? 


materials Need slight 
repein. for ben 


$1.89 each 
2 for $3.59 ae 
All sizes with or without fur Ladies’ SHOES 


Rumors are that handsome movie actor Jimmy Edwards setts My $2. 
has been offered $25,000 by a Hollywood studio for an denis ~—— 


original script in which he would play the leading role. . . MANY MONTHS OF 


Actress-model Sara Lou Harris and her hubby, comic ee, AMD 


Buddy Bowser, being wooed from all angles. Script is sweaters (2 
9% h “¢ 


being written by a major TV network with an eye to a os 3 tr Gea bY,\ 
Mr. and Mrs. show for the popular pair. And with a little rosgeopemeaate: > 4 


short and long sleeves. 


articles 
more encouragement, Sara Lou just might accept a re- FREE BOL, 
With $5.00 Order or More - 1 Pair of Ladies’ 


cording date to wax several original tunes of Buddy’s. Hose. MONEY BACK IF NOT SATISFIED. $1.00 Deposit MUST 
~ . . ° come with order. You pey postman belence plus C.O.D. and post- 
Seems that he has been picking out tunes for some time ese charges. NO ORDER ACCEPTED FOR LESS THAN $3.00 
A TRIAL ORDER WILL CONVINCE YOU OF OUR WONDER- 


now—50 to his credit—but not one has been published. FUL BARGANS 
RUSH YOUR ORDER TODAY’! 


MAIL ORC M Dept. No. TC-3 
160 Monroe Street New York 2. N.Y. 
Send me the following items, $1 deposit enclosed 


~ 


000 











000 


| 


Bets are on William Marshall to get an Academy Award 
this year for his powerful role in Demetrius and the 
Gladiators, with Victor Mature and Susan Hayward. He 
virtually co-stars with them . . . Singer Pearl Bailey, com- 
menting on the vocal gymnastics of Annie Ross: “I think 
the man in the street’s going to be a little confused. And 
I’m right in the street along with the man.” .. . Tap 
dancer Bill (Pearl's brother) Bailey feeding customers a 
little light gospel message in between taps, now that he’s 
back in the hoofing business . . . (Continued on Page 47) 


O Give Hose size - if Order is $5.00 of more. 
Name 


Address 

City State 
*No Order accepted without $1.00 deposit 
Canada & Foreign - Full Payment with Order. 
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Jimmy Edwards 








\Ghdnbing Glances 
at Your LIGHTER 
BRIGHTER skin 


Dull, dark, drab-looking skin 
| won’t attract men. So, do 
| something about it! Start using 








famous Black and White 

Bleaching Cream as directed 

/ and watch your skin take on 

4% new lighter, brighter beauty. 

Its bleaching action works 

effectively inside your skin. 

/ / Modern science knows of no 

/// faster method of lightening 
iy, skin. Start using it today. 


Get Black 
and White 
Bleaching 
Cream 
at all drug 
counters, 


Var ee tad te 


BLACK = WHITE 


BLEACHING CREAM 





Make up to $4069 


a day — orders for 


PERSONAL CHRISTMAS 


28 — FREE 


You ean make $40.60 cash if you take less 
han orders on our amazing double- 
n. Sell Personal Christmas Cards 
[ od with Sender’s Name for only 
each. They’ re equal to lic to 2c cards 
without the name imprinted. Nosema 
ace, er as pest FRE 
styles—all actual cards. 
t cial box assortment sent on 
val. You will take ag me fast from 
3, relatives, 


Nocharge—no mene seine ae 


send mame... 
te write up aaa 


The most complete line of name-imprinted 

ards in America, including Religious, Hu- 

orous, Artistic and Business. Printed, Em- 

sed or Die Cut. We send everything you 

And we make it so easy. You don’t 

€ P panne yet we show you exactly how 

toea sum you set your heart on—right 

away i us t send your name and address and 
e do the rest. You’ll get 3 money- —- ———_; | 

rtfolios, Assortments and General’s 

sacked 1954 color catalog. GENERAL oc RD Co., Dept. 
1300 W. Jackson, Chieago 7, Illinois. Mail coupon today. 





GENERAL CARD Co., 

1300 W. Jacksen Bivd., 

Rush at onee your —_~ portfolios ae actual cards pr 
free. plus sample assortment boxes on approval 








! 
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| ately | 
) and fall < lstalivest anaoteed making money immediately. | 
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TEEN 
TALK 


By Jane Walters 


ASY, JIM, EASY. Cool it with that 
hot rod. Kill some of the criticism 
leveled against you. You gas-happy 
Dennis the Menaces who race around in 
souped-up convertibles or other “shorts” 
with open mufflers are tagged as the 
dark clouds of the highways and the 
blocks to safe traffic. 

And, all the time you can be the 
guardian angels of the traffic lanes. No 
kidding. I’m giving it to you straight. 
A nationally recognized traffic expert in 
a big Midwestern city says that modern 
teen-agers are potentially the best drivers 
on the streets today. And, brother, that’s 
saying a lot! 

But this same expert adds that because 
of your crazy-mixed up attitude, you are 
some of the worst drivers. He terms you 
guys (and gals too) the best potential 
drivers because of your quick reflexes, 
your very good vision and fine coordi- 
nation which rate over Mom and Pop. 

Generally, you also have better and 
earlier driving training than they had 
because an increasingly large number of 
high schools are eager to teach you how 
to operate the family horseless carriage. 

However, he classifies you as some of 
the worst drivers because of your will- 
ingness to take unnecessary chances, 
your impatience and that smart alec 
feeling that you can get by the laws. 

Take the case of 17-year-old Tad and 
Jim who were driving up to a lake 
regatta. Tad, grumbling because they 
were poking along the road at a mere 
59-mile-an-hour clip, said: “What’s the 
use having a smooth jalopy, if you’re 
not gonna go any faster than this? Ev- 
erything is passing us. Step on it.” 

“The boat’s too new to go much faster 
than 55. Besides, Dad told me to keep it 
down. But this is a drag. Guess putting 
it up to 70 won't hurt,” Jim retorted. 

A darn good guy and usually a sensi- 
ble driver, Jim hit it up, got caught in a 
squeeze as he began lane-hopping and 
ended up with the right side of the car 


being badly damaged. Luckily, no one 
was injured. 

Not so lucky are some of the hundreds 
of other lads who tear around the streets 
in the family car as if they are the only 
ones riding. For one traffic statistician 
says the teen-ager accident rate is about 
one and a half times the normal. 

A 17-year-old youngster who recently 
won an award as the best teen-age driver 
in his state, advises young drivers: 
“Don’t be an old grouch on the road. Be 
a good sport, be courteous and stay 
alert in heavy traffic.” He himself has 
driven over 20,000 miles without an 
accident—first learned to drive a tractor 
on a farm when he was 12. 

Another lad who won a driving con- 
test as the best teen-age driver in his 
area in competition with 60 other 
youths, lists a number of specific sug- 
gestions for safe driving: 

“Drive the regulation limit. Don’t lay 
on the horn when the light changes. Let 
the other guy get ahead if he wants to 
do so. Be extra careful on strange roads 
and always use hand signals.” The latter 
include turns, stops and slowing down, 
even if the car has automatic turn sig- 
nals because the flashing lights may not 
be seen in bright sunshine. 

When Jim surveyed the damage to 
his family’s car, he suddenly remem- 
bered that he had been warned to always 
drive as if his parents were along with 
him. 

A kid is usually a fine driver when his 
folks are in the car, but gosh how he 
lets go when he is giving the gang a lift 
to the movies or a party. He just can't 
resist the temptation to grandstand. And 
just the worst happens when gangs in a 
couple of cars begin racing to see who 
can hit it up the highest or get to the 
destination first. 

Some of the attitudes of teen-age driv- 
ers are traced to the examples set by 
parents who themselves often show 4 
lack of cour- (Continued on Page 47) 
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x ... with these Glamour Girl “Real” Hairpieces! | 
. Now ... buy the hair beauty of your dreams. . . real hair | 
. . Attachments... Glamours ... Full Cap Wigs 
- LATEST 1955 Preview Styles 
. by howard tresses 
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401: Extra Thickness $4.50 @ Get in on this truly wonderful beauty secret. 
The world’s most attractive women solve their 
hair problems the Howard way. All over the 
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only your new beauty Benno —) you're wearing it 
Encircles entire head, not a full cap wig. ...$8.95 





hair problems and unattractive hair give 
themselves this same new hair beauty . . . 
the Howard way. 








The secret? Not just ordinary “hair 
things”! But Howard Tresses! . . . 
So better... so natural . . . so magic! 
The really new way to be . 
more Glamorous . . . more “Attractive 
. more Desirable! 













You attach them simply by pinning 
them and combing your own hair 

into your Howard Tresses. Nothing 

“shows” except your new hair beauty. 












No matter what your hair problem, 
Howard Tresses will do for you 
what nothing else can . . . as they 
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Tracking Diana down and finding her in the arms of another man, Bill 


tried his best to kill her and then when he realized what he had done, he re- 


membered those danger signals which he had failed to heed. 


i ismon STORY THAT ran in the papers was 
one of those little six-line deals down at the 
bottom of the back page. You know the kind— 
“Man tries suicide with gas oven—wife in hospi- 
tal with stab wounds—police investigating.” The 
names don’t mean anything. The story is ages 
old. This time it’s my tragedy. Tomorrow it 
could happen to you. 

Sure, the police have me now. Just another 
poor Joe who almost ended it all for two people. 
They'll give me another day to cough up the gas 
in my lungs, then I'll move to a cell. The out- 
come of the trial will depend on whether Diana 
lives, I guess. 

But, you know, whatever happens now means 
nothing. I mean, I just don’t care. It’s a cinch 
they can’t kill me again, because I died forever 
that night I crept into our darkened room, poised 
the knife over my sleeping Diana, then plunged 
it deep into her warm, lovely throat! I remember 
standing over the bed, hypnotized, as Diana’s 
blood spurted rhythmically from the wound, 
soaking into the bed clothes, looking almost 
black in the shadowy dimness. 

It was the queerest sensation, knowing with 
my brain that I wanted to kill my wife, my little 
Diana—yet feeling absolutely no emotion at the 
deed. The hand holding the knife was steady as 
a rock. I felt no racing pulse, no pounding in 
the head, no giant claws tearing at my insides 
like I had a few hours before when I huddled 
on a fire escape outside a second story bedroom, 
watching Diana, with all the abandonment and 
fire of a wild young animal, yielding in the hot, 
passionate embrace of another man. 

Right then was when I really died—because 
everything that came after that moment has 


happened to an empty shell named Bill Watson. 

Oh, yes—I had it rough up there for a few 
minutes! The night was black with a fine, cold 
mist in the air, but as I crouched outside that 
window the sweat poured off me like I was in 
a Turkish bath. Two nearly naked people 
sprawled crazily across a bed, lost to the world 
in the rapture of their love making. I was sud- 
denly so violently sick teu my stomach I almost 
fainted. But I couldn’t drag my eyes away. I 
had followed Diana to make sure she was cheat- 
ing on me—and brother, there was no longer 
room for doubt! 

The still, quiet, numbing chill of a living death 
took hold of me in that instant, starting from my 
toes, creeping up and up until I was only dry 
and hollow inside. Only a woman who is too well 
loved has this deadly power over a man’s very 
life, and Diana had been to me the heart of my 
heart. But after what I had just seen, I was noth- 
ing, cut off forever from my only dream, utterly 
alone. 

Somehow I crawled down to the sidewalk 
again—I remember that much. And then I must 
have sat for an hour in a little bar around the 
corner drinking one after another, but I couldn’t 
even get drunk. Everywhere I looked I saw the 
face of Diana, that lovely little face, the wide, 
innocent eyes and the soft mouth with the pout- 
ing lower lip that always melted me down like 
butter on a hot stove whenever she wanted some- 
thing. 

And Diana was always wanting—another 
dress, a new hat, a bit of expensive jewelry. She 
was such a kid about things like that and me, | 
got the greatest kick out of indulging her in 
whatever she dreamed up. Because my whole 
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Whether Diana lived or died. Bill knew that for him. 
life was no longer worth-while but even in his effort 
at suicide, he was just as unlucky as he was in love. 


ld was wrapped up, sealed and 
zed, in nobody but my wife. 
[he guys at the plant used to rib me 
yut a big hulk of a character like me 
ng such a little bit of a woman lead 
around by the nose. I took it OK 
one day a real smart guy got a 
out of line with the joking—and 
they brought him to again, with a 
on his head big enough to block 
Holland tunnel, the rest of the fel- 
sort of laid off. But that’s the 
it was with me. All my life 1 knew 
cut out to be nothing but a one- 
nan man. Even before | met Diana 
er joined the gang on payday, for 
nce, when they all got together 
at Big Mike’s tavern. 
y, Bill,” somebody would yell in 
ocker where we washed up after 
“ain’t you comin’ with us tonight, 
Some real fine chicks be down at 
’s tonight, boy. Payday!” 
Naw, I’m tired, man,” would say. 
ide me feel good that they asked 
ut | just wasn’t interested. 
Boy, you don’t know what 
is! You ought to see me about 
o'clock tomorrow morning—espe- 
if that little brownskin I got my 
will do right!” And in the up- 
f loud, rough joking that always 
after a crack like this, 1 would qui- 
ick up my dirty clothes and get 


ired ! 


vasn’t that | was a prude or stingy 
ny money or anything like that. 
couldn’t see myself hanging around 
e tavern, drinking with a lot of 
women on the prowl, and maybe 
to a room with one of them. I 
lone this too many times—and aft- 
ls it took me a week before I felt 
lean again. 
en were all right but none of 
really got to me until the day I 
jiana. Jack Adams, my buddy at 
t machine, walked over one morn- 
a coffee break, bummed a ciga- 
ind dropped down on the bench. 
hat’cha doin’ tonight, Bill?” 
ning. Why?” 
s got a friend visiting from out 


of town. Wanta double date?” 
“What kind of friend?” 

“Oh, man! This girl has it! Looks, 
shape, the works. And real sweet!” 
“How come she’s not married?” 

Jack shrugged his shoulders. “Who 
knows?” he laughed. “Maybe she’s been 
waiting for you!” 

“Yeah. What’s her name?” 

“Diana Martin.” 

It sounds goofy, but | think even then 
I was getting weak. The name Diana 
struck me the right way. I remember 
when | was just a little kid in school we 
had a real wonderful teacher one year— 
young, soft voice, and she wore her hair 
brushed back fluffy from her face. And 


when she told us stories from Greek 


~ 


mythology about the gods and goddesses 
her eyes just shone. I remember the 
one she used to tell about Diana, the 
goddess of the hunt. I always pictured 
this Diana as sort of small and beautify] 
and just a little wild—and the image 
still stuck in my mind. 

“OK, pal,” I said, “what’s to lose?” 

“Nuthin’ man, nuthin’ ” 

But both of us were wrong. For I had 
plenty to lose, and you can believe the 
very first minute I laid eyes on Diana 
Martin | lost my heart forever. 

Jack’s girl friend, Fay, picked vs up 
that night at closing time. I climbed 
into the back beside Diana and as we 
drove to Fay’s house for dinner | just 
sat there like a bump on a log, my eyes 
glued on this tiny little woman who 
sparkled and glowed like a perfect jewel 
in a platinum setting. Diana, Fay and 
Jack laughed and kidded all the way 
over, and after a while when I still didn’t 
talk, she turned to me and asked bright. 
ly, “What’s the (Continued on Page 62) 
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Take it easy. Bill. I don’t 
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Slowly I handed the tele- 
gram back to Phil and 
said: “If you go through 
with this, Ul leave you.”’ 


~ 





Paewee, 


Each time Carol thought of how near she came to ruin- 
ing her husband’s life, she shivered because he had 
really given her no cause. 


‘6 A RE YOU ALL READY for the big doings tonight?” Philip 


asked me. 
There was a boyish grin on his handsome face as he stood framed 
in the doorway. He was on his way to the office and, as usual, he had 


forgotten the precious portfolio which carried all his important papers. 























out for the fifth anniversary program 
in honor of the pastor—my Philip. 

But instead of tackling the dishes in 
the sink, the straightening up of the 
house, the sewing waiting for me in my 
basket, | slumped down contentedly in 
Philip’s big leather arméhair in ‘his 
study. I very seldom came into his 
study when he was at home. He did so 
much work there, so much writing and 
thinking that I felt it ought to be abso- 
lutely quiet for him. 

But often, after he’d left for the 
church office, I came into the pretty, oak- 
paneled room to spend a few minutes. 
At times like this, it seemed he was there 
in the house, that he hadn’t left at all. 

It was so wonderful being Philip’s 
wife. I was so happy. 

I remembered his words at the door. 

“, . . and when she’s such a sweet 
little helpmate that he doesn’t know how 
he’d get along without her.” 


Because her unreasoning jealousy had caused Phil to 


lose one church, Carol made certain that she would 


never distrust him again. 


“im leaving the church because Ino longer 
have any faith in its leader—my husband!" 


el 


— ae 


rse I’m ready, darling.” I 
smil p into his gray eyes. “But you 
don’t | your portfolio again.” 

back down the hall into his 


stud t it. 





niled appreciatively when I 
with the briefcase, leaned 
over 1 me a lingering kiss. 
him away laughing. 
any way for a respectable 


past » act with his front door wide 
open lemanded. 

0 irse it is,” he responded. “Es- 
pecially when the pastor loves his wife 
as much as | do—and when she’s such 
a sv ttle helpmate that he doesn’t 
know he’d get along without her.” 


with your sweet talk, Rever- 


— 


end,” I cried merrily, pushing him out 
of the door. 

Philip went down the street, straight 
and tall and walking with that loose- 
swinging stride which made it possible 
for anyone to tell it was him blocks 
away. Looking after him, my eyes filled 
with love and pride, I waited until he 
reached the corner. I knew he would 
turn and wave as he always did. I waved 
back, turned and went into the house. 

I should have gotten to my housework 
immediately. There was so much to do. 
We'd have to have an early dinner to- 
day. Tonight was the “big doings.” The 
Grove Street African Methodist Episco- 
pal Church would be humming with 
activity. There’d be a tremendous turn- 


Thought of those words brought me a 
thrill of satisfaction. But at the same 
time they brought me guilty memories; 
memories of the days when Philip and I 
weren’t happy at all; memories of the 
time when it wouldn’t have been possible 
for him to call me his helpmate. 

People in this small midwestern town 
of ours worship Philip. They call him 
a good man, a God-like man. They are 
right. No one knows how right they are 
as well as I do. 

It took a good and God-like man to 
forgive—and forget—the terrible thing 
I did. Even now, the shame of it floods 
me with horror; the shame of remem- 
bering how, wilfully, deliberately and 
with malice in my heart, I wrecked 
Philip’s career, disgraced him before an 
entire community and dragged his name 
down into the gutter of scandal. 

Here, in our community and at Grove 
Street AME Church, I am respected and 
honored as the first lady of the church 
and one of the hardest-working public 
figures in the community. Here they 
don’t know the sordid story, the unfor- 
givable sin of which I was guilty. It 
happened more than seven years ago in 
an Eastern city, in another church . . . 








































a much, much larger church than Grove 
Street AME. ... 

I don’t think anyone in his community 
(and my home community also) be- 
lieved Philip Hamlin when, at the age 
of fourteen, he began telling all his 
friends that he was going to be a 
minister. 

“Go along with you, boy,” old Sister 
Fullerton used to tell him. Not even she 
believed him and she was the devoted 
godmother who'd brought him into her 
home after both his parents had died. 

It wasn’t too hard to understand the 
doubt in the minds of people who 
thought they knew Philip. People never 
took him seriously. They were delighted 
by his sturdy carriage, smooth-tanned 
good looks, the unruly shock of curly 
hair which would never stay in place on 
his head. They talked about his winning 
ways and the devastating trick he had of 
letting his soft brown eyes go over people 
in an almost caressing way. 

“That boy’s going to break a lot of 
hearts some day,” they said of Philip. 

He was always in hot water as a boy. 
Not that he was any worse than the av- 
erage, active youngster. But it seemed 
that Philip was the one constantly getting 
caught when all the other fellows had 
run off from their boy mischief. No one 
could ever stay angry with him for any 
appreciable time, however. He got into 
mischief, but he never lied. He did his 
youngster’s dirty work, but he never 
stole or tattled on a friend. 

People’s general reaction to Philip 
was to smile good-naturedly, shake their 
heads and smile again. 

“Him be a minister?” they exclaimed. 
“Humph!” 

There were two people who did take 
Philip seriously. One was Mom—my 
Mom. The other was me. 

We were ’round-the-corner neighbors 
of Mrs. Fullerton’s. When Philip got 
tired of running the streets, wearing out 
his lusty voice in the ball games and the 
snow fights, he loved to stop by our 
house to court Mom and to tease me— 
and, incidentally, to help himself to the 
always available cake, cookies or other 
good things which Mom made it a point 
to have on hand. 

I think Philip worshipped my mother 
as much as he did old lady Fullerton. 
Mom had a real bad case on him too. 
Thinking back to those days when Philip 
and I were both youngsters, I sort of sus- 
pect Mom had an unrealized desire for 


a son. Philip and she were as close as if 
he had been her son. It made me some- 
what jealous sometimes to notice the 
fond look that came into her eyes when 
Philip came in, right in the middle of 
her work, and had his way about what- 
ever he wanted to do. 

Sometimes, he would want to talk to 
Mom and they would have their private, 
almost secret, sessions, Philip looking as 
grave as a judge and Mom listening 
eagerly, talking very little, letting Philip 
carry the weight of the conversation. 
Other times, Philip came over just to 
fool around, to wander through the 
house like he’d lost something, to stand 
at the windows, staring out apparently at 
nothing. 

The visits I liked best were the ones 
when Philip was in his gay, teasing 
moods and centered most of his attention 
on me. I tried not to betray the fact that 
I liked the way he taunted me harmlessly, 
telling Mom loudly that I was lazy and 
ought to be doing more housework, vow- 
ing vigorously that when he got to be a 
minister he was going to marry me be- 
cause he could make me behave myself 
and be a good cook and all-round maid. 
Philip had a talent for getting under 
your skin without making you hate him. 
He seemed to know exactly what words 
to say, what shading to give them to hit 
your weak spot. 

But as we grew older—Phil and I— 
and as Mom had less energy and breath 
to be Phil’s confidante—he stopped teas- 
ing me. He began letting me see some 
of the depth under the sunniness of his 
disposition, the playfulness of his man- 
ner. Phil began to tell me some of the 
things he and Mom had talked about. He 
never told anyone else and that’s why 
Mom and I were the only ones who took 
him seriously about his vow to become 
a minister. 

Underneath all the laughter and horse- 
play so characteristic to Phil, he had a 
brooding, burning desire. He missed his 
dead parents much more than anyone 
knew. He missed his mother especially. 
He loved to piece together the childhood 
memories he had of her, scraps of con- 
versation, the vision of her gentle face, 
as exquisite as a cameo. 

He remembered her bursting pride in 
him. Remembered how she had always 
told people that she had a feeling Phil 
would be a minister some day. Once, 
when a very small boy, he had awakened 
from his child dreams to go pattering off 


to her room, barefooted, to tell her that 
when he grew up he was going to be 
“like Reverend Dunn” (their local min- 
ister in those days and that he was going 
to have her sit in the front pew every 
Sunday and that he was going to always 
take care of her. His mother had cried 
and often repeated the story. 

I had always had a fondness for Phil. 
It had been a kind of sister to brother 
fondness. But in our later teens, we were 
becoming companions. We began to 
share a deep tenderness for each other. 
What girl could not have become aware 
of the strong animal attraction in Phil, 
his almost incredible attractiveness of 
pleasing face and hard, young well-de- 
veloped body. Add to this that, although 
we were the same age, I felt a protective- 
ness about him because I knew his inner 
self so hidden from others, and you will 
understand why, at sixteen, I was in love 
with him. 

We never talked of love. I think each 
one of us knew how the other felt. Al- 
though there were tense moments when 
an undercurrent of emotion seemed to 
threaten the smooth balance of our 
friendship, they always passed by—that 
is, until the night when Phil told me 
goodbye. It was going to be goodbye 
for a long time. 


E WERE ALMOST out of our teens 

then. Phil was going South to a 
theological seminary. Folks at our 
church had at last become convinced 
that he was in earnest about his future. 
He had sobered a great deal, taken a 
leading part in the Young Peoples Chris- 
tian Endeavor, become a teacher in the 
Sunday School and president of the Jun- 
ior Ushers Board. On one or two occa- 
sions, he’d had an opportunity to speak 
briefly from the pulpit and the church 
had reacted with an enthusiasm and 
pride which brought the tears to his 
eyes. Now they had raised money to pay 
his expenses at school and Phil was go- 
ing off to prepare himself for his great 
work. 

“I’m going to miss you ’til it hurts, 
Carol,” Phil told me quietly. We had 
talked about everything else under the 
sun but the one thing we’d wanted to 
talk about. “What are you going to do?” 

“I’m going to miss you back, Phil,” 
I said, with a weak attempt at a smile. 
“I’m going to remember all our fine 
times together, the long walks, the long 
talks, the way (Continued on Page 70) 

21 











Graceful hands and supple legs of 
Frances make her ideally suited for bal- 
let routines and other types of dancing. 












Although her lithe, long legs 
may be sheer beauty in motion 
to the audiences that pes her, to : 
petite Frances Taylor they tha q j 
just her tools for earning a living. 


Full of youthful vigor, Frances expresses as much with her mouth 
= | and eyes as she does with her body. Her interest in dancing began 
= when she was only eight years old, is even keener today. 
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BY FRANCES TAYLOR 


HAVE NEVER BEEN more embar- 

rassed in my life than I was three 
years ago when, almost every day for a 
period of two weeks, one or more Paris 
newspapers or magazines printed close- 
up photographs of my legs. I was ap- 
pearing with the Katherine Dunham 
dance troupe which was enjoying a 
highly successful engagement, but I was, 
by no means, the star. 

Suddenly, it seemed that every Paris 
photographer was focusing his camera 
on my legs and one newspaperman 
dubbed me “Mlle. Leslie Caron de la 
Tropique,” after one of the leading bal- 
lerinas of Paris, who has since endeared 
herself to American audiences with her 
saucy dancing in the movies, Lili and 
An American In Paris. It must have 
been pretty monotonous for Paris read- 
ers to find my legs literally hitting them 
in the face each day. 

But after this wave of publicity, my 
popularity increased tremendously. At- 
tendance at the theatre picked up and 
my date book was fuller than ever. One 
of my most frequent dates was Jean 
Barthet, one of the leading designers of 
women’s hats. We were seen frequently 
at the opera and also at the famous Club 
de Paris. 

I found Frenchmen and other Euro- 
pean men, too, to be far more consider- 
ate of their women than American men. 
In Europe, the men place their women 
on a pedestal and worship them, so to 
speak, while in America, it seems to be 
the other way around. This means that 


the American male usually has an in- 
flated ego and, consequently, has little 
tender feeling for the female of the spe- 
cies. 

But universally, I find, all men are in- 
terested in a beautiful woman and they 
usually begin sizing her up by looking 
first at her legs. There seems to be some 
strange psychological cycle that shifts 
man’s erotic interest from one part of 
the female anatomy to another. Some- 
times it’s bosoms, sometimes it’s legs and 
right now the legs seem to have it. 

This “voyeurism,” as Dr. Kinsey calls 
it—this finding of sexual excitement 
through visual stimulation—is confined 
almost exclusively to men. Legs, some- 
how, seem to be a symbol of sexual 
freedom and I have been flattered to be 
told that mine fit rather nicely in this 
category. 

I remember an amusing experience | 
had in Hollywood where I was appear- 
ing at Ciro’s. We were rehearsing and 
I, like the rest of the girls, was wearing 
a form-revealing leotard. After the re- 
hearsal, one of the fellows who had been 
watching us go through our routines, 
came backstage, complimented me on 
my dancing and asked me my name. 

“You have the most beautiful gams I 
have ever seen,” he told me quite un- 
abashedly. Nine times out of ten, if he 


ever saw me again, I doubt that he 
would ever recognize me, for the only 
thing about me that he saw was my legs. 

Actually, I would like men to remem- 
ber me for more than my legs alone. 


Lissome, long-stemmed beauty, who enjoys | 
swimming for recreation, can be as allur- | 
ing in a ballet costume as in a bikini. 











Frances believes that a girl who eliminates sex from 
her life until after marriage, must be able to offer 
other enticements to men, have a mind of her own. 


I believe that I have much more than legs to recommend 
me and believe that the people who have come to know me 
best agree with this opinion. 

It goes without saying that in my profession as a dancer, 
legs are extremely important. When girls are being audi- 
tioned for dancing parts, it certainly doesn’t hurt them to 
display a well-shaped leg, a well-turned ankle and an arched 
foot. Whether it is ballet, jazz or primitive dancing, it is 
always the legs that count most and a girl with knock-knees 
or bow legs finds it a bit difficult, if not impossible, to land 
a part. Of course, a slender waist line, curvaceous busts 
and a sparkling smile don’t do a girl any harm, either. 

Sometimes, a girl may be picked on her personality alone. 
When I got my first professional dancing job with Benny 
Goodman back in 1948, I was only 17, and I have a feeling 
that my selection then was due largely to my personality, 
although, I will admit, there was certainly nothing wrong 
with my legs. In the six years that followed, I know that 
they have been noticed a whole lot more. 

This emphasis on legs can be even more readily under- 
stood when one notices that today, Jane Russell and Marilyn 
Monroe, whose upper reaches were cheesecake premiums of 
yesteryear, are now being featured in sheer black opera 
tights. 

I have always been interested in dancing, as far back as 

I can remember. When I was eight years old, I was enrolled 

in ballet classes at the Rosenwald Community Center in my 

hometown, Chicago, and have been dancing and studying 

ever since. I danced for 11 years with Mildred Haessler’s 

dance group then and was studying at Chicago’s Herzl 

itherine Dunham, to whom. she gives full credit for her Junior College when I quit to join Benny Goodman at New 
Frances prepares to perform pirouette beginning dif- York’s Paramount Theatre in December, 1948. 

ficult pas de deux. The following year I toured Europe with Goodman and 
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e yor Julie, two members of Dunham troupe with whom she roomed in Europe, Frances sits down w meal in their tiny 
ut. Although girls received many invitations to dine out they got big kick out of preparing special dishes they liked. 








had the thrill of appearing at the Palladium in London. 
Near the close of the year, I joined the Dunham troupe in 
Paris. I was really supposed to leave with them from New 
York the previous year, but I missed the boat on which they 
sailed. It was not long before the newspapers were hailing 
me as “Europe’s dancing doll,” and a ballet “sensation.” 
While the critics and technicians noticed my tiny feet and 
the way I used my legs, the average European man was 
more absorbed in my figure, my face and my eyes. They 
said that my eyes have a way of talking even when I’m not 
saying anything with my mouth. 

But, in spite of all of this acclaim, I am more interested 
in my career than ever. Miss Dunham, from whom I have 
learned so much, is simply fabulous and I would like to 
have a career as fabulous as hers. For this reason, I have 
never stopped studying, never stopped learning. I will prob- 
ably continue as long as | live. 

Now, please don’t get me wrong, for I certainly don’t 
intend to give the impression that I’m off men. I hope that 
I have quite a few years to live yet since I’m only 23, so 
there still should be plenty of time for serious romance and, 
eventually, marriage. Already I have had quite a number 
of marriage proposals. 

In Italy, I had a proposal from a publisher; in Hungary, 
it was a dentist who wanted to marry me and in England, a 
schoolteacher proposed. Oh, yes, I don’t want to forget 
two proposals in Argentina—one from a bullfighter and 
the other from a wealthy cattleman. 

I don’t want to seem boastful, but if I said the word, I 
could be married tomorrow. When I do marry, the man 
I marry must have a mind—must be witty and must be 
sincerely in love with me as a person. Naturally, he must 
be able to offer me security for I certainly don’t intend to 
dance ALL of my life. I want him to have a stimulating 
personality and be able, as I am, to make friends with 
others. He must like people. 

He does not necessarily have to be in the theatre, but 
whether he is or not, he must be willing to let me continue 
my dancing career until I decide voluntarily to put it 
aside. He must be, at least, a little taller than my 5 feet, 2 
inches and preferably be able to engage in social dancing. 

I want a home and children and although I do not sew, 
and probably never will win any honors in that department, 
I am learning. In cooking, however, there is a challenge 
to the creative spark in me and | can just visualize myself 
in later life, spending hours in the kitchen whipping up 
some of my favorite culinary creations. 

While dancing will probably always be my first love, there 
are also other things that I like to do almost as well. I 
like to swim and, for spectator sports, I like to go to basket- 
ball and football games. I like the movies, the legitimate 
theatre, classical music and good books. It is my theory 
that a girl who eliminates sex from her life until she marries, 
must offer other enticements to men. She must be able to 
discuss many subjects, be a good listener and carry on a 
good healthy argument. 

Her personality and camaraderie, and not just her beauty, 
must hold his interest. For these reasons, I try to keep 
abreast of current events and like to feel that I can hold 
my own in an intelligent conversation. I am interested in 
furthering my study of languages, particularly French, which 





Displaying petite figure, (she wears size 9 dress) Frances is 
measured for costume by Miss Dunham’s husband, John Pratt. 
Despite other offers, she refuses to leave Dunham. 


I speak rather fluently now. Who knows, some day I may 
be living in a villa on the French Riviera! 

I know how boresome it can be for me to get with a hand- 
some man who has nothing more than a good physique 
and good shoulder pads under well-turned-out suits. I can 
well remember the times when I have had a handsome escort 
whose only contributions to my attempts at conversation 
were a few “yes” and “no” replies and no matter how hard 
I tried, it was impossible to get him to introduce a subject 
on which we both could converse or to follow through on 
any topic which I introduced. 

I think that a real man probably thinks the same way 
about the beautiful but dumb woman whose only assets are 
her physical charm or her ability to wear fine clothes. A 
pretty girl with nothing on her mind but herself can be 
pretty dull company. 


GIRL, AS WELL AS a man, should definitely have a 
sense of humor, even to the extent of being able to 
laugh at herself. All too often, a girl—or a man for that 
matter—takes herself too seriously or puts too much stock 
in her appearance and not enough in her personality. 
Of course, it has been said that most women do not have 
a keen sense of humor because they don’t laugh as quickly 
as men at certain types of jokes. This does not mean, neces- 
sarily, that the woman is lacking in a sense of humor, but 
actually that her sense of values (Continued on Page 81) 
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His lips crushed mine and we stood 

there, locked in a slow-swaying em- 

brace against which I had not the 
slightest resistance. 








HE TELEPHONE on my desk rang 
sharply. 

Might have known I couldn’t expect to 
finish a column without some interruption, 
I thought angrily. Turning from my type- 
writer, I picked up the receiver, heard the 
voice of the switchboard operator. 

“A Mr. John Adams to see you, Miss 
Cole.” 

I stiffened at the sound of the name. 

“Tell Mr. Adams I'll see him in five 
minutes,” I directed, then hung up the 
receiver. 

Turning my swivel chair toward the 
window, | reflected bitterly. Why couldn’t 
they leave you alone on Saturday after- 
noons? Most people were out enjoying the 
sunshine or shopping or in the movies. 
That is, most of the class of people who 
had any reason to come to the Philadelphia 
SENTINEL office. I’d always resented be- 
ing cooped up on Saturday afternoons but 
when you were in the newspaper business, 
time was never your own. 

John Adams, the operator had said. That 
would be the veddy, veddy socially elite 
John Adams. From one of Philly’s best 
families. It didn’t take much guessing to 
conclude why he wanted to see me. In last 
week’s “Town Talk with Eva Coles” I’d 
written : 

“.. . and what wild, attractive young 
matron, whose husband has a finger in all 
the social, civic and political pies in town, 
is cteating a stir with her regular ren- 
dezvous with a handsome interne? The 
only person in town who doesn’t know 
about her cheating ways is her devotedly 
blind spouse.” 

It looked like friend spouse was no long- 
er blind and, I mused spitefully, perhaps a 
little less devoted. I wondered idly whether 
he had come to see me in the role of the 
enraged husband, denying what everyone 


knew to be the truth and demanding a re- 
traction—or hoping to get me to cooperate 
by furnishing him with leads to trap his 
faithless wife. 

Well, I’d not let John Adams upset my 
schedule. He’d just have to cool his heels 
until I got a couple of last minute items for 
the next “Town Talk” down on copy paper. 
Both of them were juicy bits of scandal 
and I was going to have to be extremely 
careful how I worded them. There were 
any number of people in town who would 
be overjoyed to see Eva Cole stub her toe 
and get the paper involved in a disastrous 
libel or slander suit. 

So far, I'd been too smart for all of 
them. 

Frowning puzzledly over my little pad of 
notes, I searched for the exact words to say 
my vicious Jittle bit without leaving myself 
wide open. I had a particularly tough time 
during the next ten minutes. Finally, with 
impatient disgust, I decided that it must be 
the idea of my visitor hovering around in 
the outer lobby which was slowing up my 
thoughts. 

I swung back around to my phone, sig- 
naled the board and asked that Mr. Adams 
be sent in. 

Hastily I dabbed on a bit of warpaint and 
checked my hair in my purse mirror. I 
lit a cigarette and got ready to adopt that 
cool manner with which I was used to 
handling the many visitors who descended 
upon me in varying moods of reaction to 
my much-feared and religiously-read week- 
ly column. 

I was utterly unprepared for the mood 
of this one, however. 

If I had expected John Adams to play the 
irate husband, I couldn’t have been much 
further from the mark. He came in, square- 
shouldered, smiling graciously and wear- 
ing both the good (Continued on Page 54) 





Because she came from the wrong side 
of the tracks, Eva considered all society 
folk phonies, but in her darkest hour, 


Cupid showed her how wrong she was. 
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LET ME ALONE 


Getting women upset by appearing cruel, vulgar and arrogant is just a pose, says 


blues singer, who avoids mistake of letting women go to his head, take his money. 











EVERAL YEARS AGO, when I was 
headlined at Joe Louis’ old Club 
Rhumboogie in Chicago, I was on the 
floor one night singing Here Comes The 
Blues to a standing-room-only crowd. | 
was in the mood that night and I sup- 
pose the people felt it too. I hollered as 
loud as I could, “Here comes the blues, 
baby, please open up your door.” When 
I hit the second stanza, “When I leave 
you this time, baby, I won’t be back 
no more,” a woman sitting on the rail 
in the balcony threw one shapely leg 
over it and the next thing I knew, she 
had jumped to the dance floor. She 
broke her leg as a result of the fall. 
That’s why I’m careful nowadays, 
more careful than ever about the way 
I sing the blues. The blues are danger- 
ous when the wrong person sings them 
and there are times when I am more 
wrong than right. The lady broke her 
leg, so what? I’ve had them to take 
enough sleeping pills to kill a horse, fol- 
low me from town to town in Cadillacs, 
give me money, threaten me and fight 
one another like crazy. It’s all because 
I deal in sex, for the straight blues I 
sing are about men and women, love 
and hate and how people get lonesome 
and desperate and about what they'll do 
if they don’t get what they want. 
I’ve had proposals of marriage. A lot 
of doctors’ and lawyers’ wives have 


BY WYNONIE “MR. BLUES” HARRIS 


promised to divorce their husbands if 
I agreed to marry them. But in every 
case, I’ve backcapped them with the fact 
that I’ve got a wife who is good enough 
for me, taking care of our nine-room 
home in St. Albans, Long Island. I 
know what happens when a guy who 
sings the blues gets a woman so excited 
that she is willing to ditch her husband 
and give herself to the blues man. That 
lasts about as long as it takes her to 
wake up and find that the blues singer 
is playing the angles and soon gets tired 
of love and wants to know about the 
money. 

When I worked at the Regal Theater 
in Chicago back in 1951, a 20-year-old 
girl (and she was a beautiful chick, | 
mean!) used to hang around backstage 
trying to talk to me. She got in my 
dressing room once. That was the last 
time, too. She was so frantic that I had 
to go outside and wait until somebody 
got her out of there. She started calling 
me up at the theater and at my hotel, 
telling me she was going to commit sui- 
cide if I didn’t come around and tell 
her sweet things and so forth. 

I thought that she was lying and just 
like a lot of other: women who come 
under the spell of blues singing. Then 
one morning, the Fifth District police 
called me in. They told me that the girl 
had taken 37 sleeping pills and had left 





a note with my name in it. My hair 
almost turned white when I heard the 
news. It was lucky for me that the gir! 
recovered. 

Another woman who “had it bad” 
was a producer’s wife in Los Angeles. 
I know her husband well. In fact, we 
are still very good pals. But she used 
to send her chauffeur and Cadillac to 
pick me up every night. Then her hus- 
band came home one night and I had 
to leave through a second-floor window. 
Not that I was doing anything wrong. 
I just happened to be in the wrong room 
in the wrong house and with the wrong 
woman. 

In Dallas, Texas, recently, where I 
was singing with the Big Rhythm and 
Blues Show that featured Joe Louis, 
Ruth Brown, Lester Young, Buddy John- 
son and the Edwards Sisters, a white 
chick came out to our concert at the ball 
park. She sat right down front in the 
“white” section and I saw her eyes fol- 
lowing my every movement while I sang 
my old standby, Wynonie’s Blues. In 
it there’s the line: “Let’s drink some 
mash and talk some trash this morning.” 
It’s what we call in the trade, a “rocker” 
or a punch line, and it seldom misses 
making the women squeal. 

Well, this white girl jumped up and 
hollered out loud as if she was in church 
and shouting after the preacher said 
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led by a bevy of lovelies at Chicago night club where 


he was appearing, Wynonie gives no impression of being the “bad 


m ” . . ° 
nan of the blues,” but on stage, he can become a snarling, insulting character who makes women patrons sizzle. 


s from Wynonie on cheek of comely night club patron, seems to send her into 
ecstatic bliss after hearing him sing specialty, Here Comes The Blues. 


something to make her “happy.” I didn’t 
think anything about it and took my 
bows and went off. When I got back 
to the dressing room, however, there she 
was. | got rather warm and sweaty when 
she said, “Mister, you really thrilled me 
with your singing. I’m a stenographer, 
I’m 22 and single. Could you come to 
my house later on tonight and sing for 
me?” 

You know what I told her! I stayed 
in the men’s room for over 45 minutes 
until | thought she had gone and then 
made a break for it to my car. Just as 
I started to drive off, I saw her getting 
into her own car and that girl followed 
me to my hotel. She came in the lobby 
and told the owner she was going to 
sit right there until I came down and 
talked to her. The man got scared and 
called the police and they ran her away. 

In still another situation, I was sing- 
ing at the Auditorium in Atlanta, when 
a good-looking woman, a bigtime gam- 
bler’s wife from Savannah, sent me a 
note that she was in the audience. | 
cut my show short and eased out of the 
place as soon as I could. The woman 
had followed me all the way from Balti- 
more, traveling in her Cadillac, and 











Singer, whose blues made one woman leap from a night club balcony, says that he 
likes to sing for women with meat on their bones and money in their pocketbooks. 


making all of my one-night stops. On 
each one, she was out there listening 
and then sending notes asking me to 
meet her some place. 

When I got to the Hotel Royal where 
I was staying, my friend, Carrie Cun- 
ningham, the owner, wasn’t there. If 
she had been, maybe she might have 
tipped me off. The woman’s husband 
had sent a couple of his gorillas to beat 
the devil out of me for enticing his wife 
from her home. But I conned those 
guys and told them such a hard luck 
story that I was able to get them both 
up to my room where I| got them good 
and drunk on their own whiskey and 
then packed my bags and cut out of 
town, quick. 

Strange as it may seem, | don’t have 
any trouble at all with bobby-soxers. | 
leave all that breed to Billy Eckstine and 
Bill Kenny of the Ink Spots. My female 
fans are “good-doing” landladies and 
“Thursday night” girls with good, 
steady jobs. Some of them own restau- 
rants and beauty parlors. Others are 
nice-looking preachers’ and deacons’ 
wives who still like to listen to “sinful” 
music, especially the way I sing it. These 
women along with others are the ones 
who keep me alive. They make things 
possible for me through their steady 
buying of my records and the money 
they spend to hear me in person around 
the country. 

As a statement of fact, clean of any 
attempt to brag about it, I’m the high- 
est-paid blues singer in the business. I’m 
a $1,500 a week man. Most of the other 
fellows sing for $50 to $75 a night. I 
don’t. That is why I’m no Broadway 
star. The crooners star on the Great 
White Way and get swamped with Coca- 
Cola-drinking bobby-soxers and other 
“jail bait.” I star in Georgia, Texas, 
Alabama, Tennessee and Missouri and 
get those who have money to buy stronger 
stuff and my records to play while they 
drink it. 

I like to sing to women with meat on 
their bones and that long green stuff in 
their pocketbooks. You find them mostly 
down South. As a matter of fact, I like 
all kinds of women, regardless of what 
color they are or what size and shape 
they may have. Just so long as they’re 
breathing, that’s me. 


I can look at a woman and tell from 
the expression on her face how she is 
taking my blues singing, whether she is 
enjoying it or not. When I find that she 
is getting her kicks, I pour it on and 
sing directly to her. If I’m not careful, 
I invite trouble. All I have to do is look 
such a woman in the eye and if she is 
in a devilish mood (which might come 
from anything from a beating up or 
cursing out by her old man or boy friend 
to a desire to let her hair down just 
once and let herself go), life can get real 
complicated. 

In the beginning, when I first started 
shouting the blues, I had no idea I was 
getting into the sexiest part of show 


Handcuffed by exotic dancer Gloria “La 





business. I was awfully dumb, those days 
back in my hometown, Omaha, Ne- 
braska. My parents, Luther and Nallie 
Harris, are plain, hard-working, church- 
going people and | was reared around 
St. John’s Baptist Church with the strict 
code of walking the straight and narrow 
as my guide. Even in grade and at 
Technical and Central High Schools, 
life was relatively quiet and simple. 
There are a lot of things a guy born in 
Omaha just doesn’t know unless he got 
away from home and learned the facts 
of life. 

Mother and father wanted me to be- 
come a doctor, so after 1 was graduated 
from high (Continued on Page 76) 
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Bommie” Howard attired as a sheriff from Wild 


West country, Wynonie feigns submission but in real life this situation is reversed. 
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E SOUNDS were just 
Then they assumed mean- 
voices, but only gradually 
being said register as 
‘though someone had 
olume control on a ra- 
) baritone boomed out, 
‘make out what he said. 
> doing here? Here? 
didn’t know, but I felt 
as if I were buried in 
ack wool which pressed 
en was tangled in my 
thoughts were all fuzzy. 
king again. This time 
and him clearly: 
what I want to know, is 
to be okay?” 
“was me. And why was 
was going to be all 
ther voice replied, cool 
d you that she was, 
as very familiar, but 
ember to whom it be- 


heavily, “Yeah, I know 
t she’s been lying there 
ht days now. If she’s 
*t it about time she came 


yuld be married to Guy and Bob at the same time 
hing Nettie could not understand, but a friendly 
hysician and a diary provided an answer. 


“Just about,” the other voice said. ~ 
“Patience, Guy. And I must say you’ve 
certainly changed your attitude since 
Nettie was first brought in here. And 
Guy, I’m very glad.” 

Well, she’s my wife, isn’t she?” Guy 
demanded. “So what?” 

“So it is extremely important what 
your attitude is when she regains con- 
sciousness,” the other voice explained. 
“When you first saw her, all you seemed 
concerned about was where she had been 
since she left you last year.” 

During the scrap of silence which 
followed, I knew who had just spoken: 
Dr. Richard Howard—Dick Howard, 
Guy’s cousin and closest friend. 

Then Guy said very quietly, “Sure | 
was concerned about where she had 
been all that time. But maybe [ was 
dying, inside, for fear she’d conk out 
for keeps.” 

Youre still crazy about Nettie, aren’t 
you?” his cousin asked gently. 

“So what if I am?” Guy growled. “All 
that matters is that she snaps out of 
this.” 

“She will, Guy. She suffered a severe 
concussion, but there was no bleeding 
in the brain (Continued on Page 50) 














Before I could scream, pow- 

erfal arms slipped around 

me and ke covered me with 
intensely ardent kisses. 

















PART - TIME 


Leading men on and still trying to be a virgin 


ean be a dangerous thing, Judy found, but 
even a fallen woman, she discovered, can find 


love with the right man. 






I . LONG TIME I have wanted to write my 
and send it to TAN. Every time I read a 

TAN, I have the feeling that somewhere 

: girl reading this magazine who is making 
nistake | was. And I have hoped that if 
tell my story exactly as it happened, it might 
t girl before it is too late. It might show 
ragedy that is in store for her unless she 






































exactly the dangerous game she is playing. 
w she is walking closer and closer to the 
lisaster and I know that one day she is 
step over the edge and then nothing can 
Because that is what happened to me. 
t confession stories, the girl who is telling 
tries to explain why she made her mistake 
some justification for being the kind of 
e was. I’m afraid I can’t do that. I can 
ou what I did and the anguish and heart- 
t | went through because of it. If you are 
perhaps you will at least understand. If 
2 man, I’m afraid you won’t feel much pity 
cause | was the kind of girl that men uni- 
espise. I was a tease. . . 
rted with my first date, I think. I was six- 
| didn’t know much about boys and I 
understand what an attractive girl could 
an. But I found out before the night was 
ise my date made a big pass at me. I was 
d half out of my wits at first! 
y was Jimmy Turner, the senior captain of 
chool footbalt team. I was thrilled beyond ; 
en he asked me to see a movie with him. Suddenly. his caresses got 
show we had hot dogs and cokes at a toointimate. “~ Hold on. Lew.” 
I warned. “you're going too 
far now.”° 
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Then we went for a spin in his convertible. 


e parked near the lake and slipped his arm 











around me, my heart began racing. He 
kissed me and I responded with all the 
ardor of a young girl swept into the ex- 
citing, frightening emotional current of 
her first big crush. 

Maybe the way I returned his kiss 
aroused Jimmy’s passions. Anyway, his 
mouth became more demanding on mine 
and his arms turned into steel bands 
around me. I was horrified to feel his 
hands caressing and exploring in an in- 
timate way. 

Desperately, I fought my way out of 
his arms. 

“Judy,” he whispered, hoarsely, try- 
ing to draw me close to him again. 
“Please, darling, let me love you. You’re 
so beautiful. I’m half nuts, wanting you. 
Please be good to me, pretty Judy—” 

His voice begged ardently. 

Suddenly, my fright vanished. In its 
place, there swept through me an intox- 
icating awareness of power. I think 
every woman has felt that moment— 
when the knowledge of her feminine 
wiles first awakens in her. I scarcely 
heard Jimmy, or realized that his hands 
were on me again. I was glorying in 
this devastating new-found power. | 
listened to Jimmy plead and whine and 
I felt like a queen. 

It was a wisdom as old as Eve. | 
possessed the thing that men want most 
in this world. I could make them miser- 
able or make them happy beyond words. 

But I wasn’t making Jimmy happy 
that night! I pushed his hands away, 
coldly. “Take me home this minute, 
Jimmy Turner. I’m not as cheap as you 
seem to think!” 

Jimmy sulked for a while on the way 
home. At my door, his manner changed 
abruptly and he humbly apologized and 
begged me to go out with him again 
some time. 

I began having a lot of dates after 
that, and not all with Jimmy. I had bet- 
ter than average looks and the boys at 
school began to notice me. My complex- 
ion was smooth and light, my hair was 
silky. I had eyes with an oblique cast, 
a gorgeous pair of legs and a shadow of 
a waist. 
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Judy never intended to let a 

man go but so far, but that 

night with Lew taught her 

that there is no such thing as 
a technical virgin. 


1 while, I was dated up solid, 
advance. Then word started 
around about what kind of a girl 


| the reputation of being a fast 
1vy smootcher, but none of the 
uuld claim a definite victory. 
Judy Wilkins!” they’d mutter. 
lead you on, but she won’t put 
e’s nothing but a flirt and a 


,ad an uglier word for it than 
d | must admit now, shamefully, 
leserved it. 

; an exciting game with me, to 

with a new boy and test his reac- 

low far could I let him go before 
put on the brakes? How would 

when at the very last minute | 
froze up and said “No!” 

of them got furious. They called 
es and took me home in a huff. 

ulked or whined and pleaded. 

never got what they were after. 

n not proud of my so-called 

t’s true that | remained tech- 

virgin. But only because | was 

urdly to play the game honestly, 
ause of an innate sense of chas- 

I would have been really a 
girl, | wouldn’t have let the boys 

ind to the extent they did unless 

epared to go the limit. 

ay that eventually we all have 
he piper. I found out how true 

ng is! 

senior year at high school, | 

r dates than any of the other 

my crowd. The boys had all 

to me because most of them 
en their fingers burned. But 

e older fellows who were after 

lates and I began going with an 

ster crowd. One of them was 

s, a boy who worked as a fore- 
| a garage. I used to pass the 

ery afternoon on my way home 

»0l. Lew and some of the other 

; would whistle at us girls and 

light banter with us. 

f the other girls would stop to 


talk with Lew because he had a pretty 
fast reputation around town. But the 
coquette in me wouldn’t pass him up. He 
was a darn good-looking guy in his early 
twenties. I felt a thrill at the way he 
looked at me and I flirted back, sensing 
another victory. 

Sure enough, one afternoon when | 
passed the garage he stopped me and 
asked me for a date. 

I knew that mother would be furious 
at me for going with a guy like Lew, so 
I made up a story that night, a fib about 
going to the show with a girl friend, and 
I met Lew on a street corner downtown. 

He was driving a souped-up hot rod 
that he’d rebuilt himself. It was a won- 
derful thrill to go roaring through town 
with a guy like Lew. He was dressed in 
a flashy sport coat and expensive slacks 
and he pulled a wise-crack a minute. 
Honestly, he kept me in stitches. 

We went dancing at a questionable 
joint on the outskirts of town. | felt un- 
easy there, but Lew seemed to know 
everybody and he was having a gay 
time. He brought out a flask and spiked 
my coke. I didn’t like the taste, but I 
pretended to enjoy it so he wouldn’t 
think I was a dumb kid. Lew drank 
pretty heavily, but it didn’t make him 
sloppy in any way. He just got more 
talkative and funny. 

At last we left the hot, smoky place 
and went for a drive. Lew grinned at 


me. “You sure have a lot of seat be- 
tween us, Judy. Afraid to sit closer?” 

I took the dare with a raised eyebrow 
and slid close to him, pressing my thigh 
against his. “Does this look like I’m 
afraid, Lew Jones?” 

The game was starting and my heart 
throbbed with an excited tempo. It was 
thrilling to play the game of temptation 
with a smoothie like Lew Jones. He was 
so sophisticated beside the boys in my 
school crowd. Those kids would park 
and grab at you like a hungry gorilla. 
Lew was too smooth to go at it that way. 
In fact after I moved close to him and 
looked up with inviting eyes and half 
parted lips, he just went on driving. 

For a long time he didn’t even hold 
my hand. He got some dreamy music 
on the radio and we drove and drove 
under the moonlight and finally he 
parked in a lane on the side of a hill 
overlooking our town. 


| WAS A beautiful night. The moon- 

light was so bright it almost felt hot. 
Far below us, the lights of the town 
twinkled like gems scattered across 
black velvet. The music throbbed soft- 
ly. Oh, it was a perfect setting for 
romance. 

Then Lew slipped his arm around me. 
His first kiss was as smooth and experi- 
enced as his line. I melted against him, 
carried away (Continued on Page 78) 
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Harvest 
Moon Time 


CTOBER BRINGS to mind Indian 

summer, autumn leaves, the first 
fire in the fireplace and a very special 
day for the “tricks and treat” crowd— 
Halloween. There is a brisk, nippy chill 
in the air and already mischievous Jack 
Frost has painted the leaves in bold, 
dashing colors. 

Snaggle-toothed Jack O° Lanterns grin 
impishly from school and store windows. 
and golden pumpkins are bigger and 
better than ever. The football season is 
in full swing. It’s great to be alive in 
October. to look forward to winter fun 
and bask in an Indian summer sun. 
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; s Bedroo 
living room has sectional, curved sofa upholstered in aqua with bisque tufting. Over-sized oval “pouf” stool, covered 
y blue silk, is banded in blond mahogany with brass legs. Nest of two “kidney-shaped” coffee tables matches decor. 


ail bar is tufted in coral leather with matching stools. 9 
fringed canopy is lined with a large flowered print. O a ‘Vv ac e O r Ms 


Wrought iron figures decorate wall. 


<n Ny Apartment 


* oe 
— 
A MAN’S HOME IS his castle where he can express him- 
self in any manner he chooses as long as it pleases him. 
In it everything should be keyed to fit his pattern of living and 
entertaining, especially if he is a bachelor. 

The New York apartment of Camillo Casimir, better known 
as “Frenchy,” is a well-planned “home” that fulfills all these 
needs. His apartment boasts a wise selection of smartly-styled 
furniture with neat, clean-cut lines that give the appearance 
of comfortable, tailored masculinity. Effective decorative ac- 
cents subtly announce that good taste is apparent everywhere. 

Mr. Casimir, a beautician, likes to entertain his friends and 
is justly proud of his bachelor apartment. Proudest of his 
possessions is the swank cocktail bar, ideally suited for gay 
parties. Striking color schemes are carefully carried out in 
each of the four rooms of the apartment to harmonize and 
complement the furnishings. The decor throughout is in soft 
pastel, including blond and white furniture. Several pieces of 
black ebony furniture add a striking note. 

The combination of French provincial with modern furniture 
is in keeping with the masculine taste. A modern kitchen too, 
is one of the necessities for Mr. Casimir’s casual living and, 
though he is not married, his apartment is well kept and in 
perfect order. 
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Bedroom furniture is white French provincial. Bedspread and U-shaped-efficiency kitchen has most modern labor-saving 


drapes are of gold and grey striped satin. Barrel-shaped chair is devices. Glistening counter tops, immaculate appliances prove 
upholstered in tufted gold velvet. that bachelors can be good housekeepers. 


Modernistic dining room is furnished in black, gold and green. Large oval dining table has heavy glass top and rock garden in 
center of leg group. Black buffet has gold banding and sliding doors. Ebony chairs have green and black striped seats. 
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FASHION 


Male Look Marks 
Campus Fashions 


N SMART STORES all over the country, the term “separate co- 
ordinates” will be heard over and over again whenever feminine 
college fashions are discussed. A wardrobe of plain and simple 
eparates makes a perfect background for accessories. Feminine 
ampus fashions are designed to look as much like men’s clothes as 
possible. Boxy jackets, pencil-slim skirts and the still popular “man’s 
shirt” are style leaders. When the skirt is not slim, it is very full and 
circular. Flannel is the leading fall campus fabric, followed by thick, 
nubby tweeds in warm colors. 

Probably the most popular items in a school girl’s wardrobe are 
sweaters, and this year is no exception, but the “sloppy” look is gone. 
Wool knee socks and Bermuda walking shorts which made their 
uppearance on some campuses last fall, are gaining in popularity. 


Warm suede lumber jacket has heavy ribbed knit = 


sleeves and waistband. Jacket is worn with charcoal” 
grey Bermuda shorts by White Stag. Jacket by 
Leather Modes is $35, shorts, $8.95. 


Zinia-printed cotton shirt is man tailetel ‘ 
and is ideal with dressy skirts for dates 
and parties. By Manhattan Shirt, $5.95. ~ 
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Navy blue alpaca makes hard-wearing coat with double 
breasted front, large pearl buttons. By Lassie, $49.95. 


: a must for the smartly dressed coed is a camel-colored coat of 
cashmere blend. Fullness is controlled. By Lassie, price, $49.95. 
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| For chilly nights in the 

® dormitory is knee-length 
| “Sleep Jack” of red and 

® white cotton knit. By 
Manhattan Shirt, $5.95. 
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i ii Slim brown and green 
a tweed skirt is worn with 
green wool jersey blouse 

Ss i] : with three-quarter 
HH {} sleeves. By Korday, skirt, 
$14.98; blouse, $7.98. 
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HEALTH 


What Does 


Negative 
Blood 


Mean? 


By Dr. Julian H. Lewis 
{uthor of “The Biology Of The Negro” 


\ST MONTH the story of modern 
blood transfusion was told; how 
discovery was made by the Austrian 
ntist, Landsteiner, that all the human 

can be divided into four groups, 
ups A, B, AB, and O, on the basis 
lifferences in the red blood cells. It 


S 8180 pointed eut_that members -of 


ame group can be safely transfused 
each other’s blood; that it is dan- 


ous and possibly fatal to mix the 


d of different groups; that a corps 
highly trained technicians operate 
xd banks and maintain a strict accu- 
check on bloods to guarantee that 


atient receives only the kind of blood 


is safe for him. 
ke a true scientist, Landsteiner, even 
his revolutionary discovery that 


ed millions of lives, did not rest on 


aurels but continued to experiment 
investigate other problems that per- 
medical science. During one of his 
iads of experiments he had the oc- 
n to inoculate the blood of a mon- 


After a 


into the veins of a rabbit. 


ek or two he took some of the rabbit’s 


obtained the serum from it and 
| it against the monkey blood. 


ast month we told that the serum 


person of one blood group, say 
will clump and dissolve the 
ells of another group, say Group 
id that this clumping and dissolving 
n occurs in the blood stream if a 

















Scientists have discovered that 85 per cent of human beings have Rh positive blood and 
15 per cent, Rh negative. The two should never be mixed in transfusion. 


Group A person is transfused with 
Group B blood, or vice versa. Land- 
steiner found that the serum from the 
inoculated rabbit had a similar and 
newly acquired property of clumping 
and dissolving monkey blood. 

His next step was to find what action 
this rabbit serum had on human bloods. 
He expected to find that the serum would 
either clump and dissolve human red 
cells or that it would not. However, he 
actually found a very curious effect. 
After testing thousands of human bloods 
he discovered that the red cells of 85 per 
cent of the people were clumped and 


dissolved while 15 per cent were not. 

He further found that it did not make 
any difference to what blood group a 
person belonged, A, B, AB, or O, as to 
the action the rabbit serum would have 
on the red cells. Therefore, all people 
could again be divided into groups, one 


group whose blood cells were clumped 
by the rabbit serum and another group 
whose blood cells were not clumped. 

What are these two groups called? 
Landsteiner gave them a name which 
he derived in an interesting way. There 
are many different kinds of monkeys 
as a visit to the zoo will confirm. The 
kind which scientists generally use for 
experiments and which, incidentally, is 
the kind which organ grinders have 
made familiar, is called scientifically the 
Macacus rhesus monkey. They are small, 
clean, intelligent, and easily trained and 
tamed. 

It was the blood of a Macacus rhesus 
monkey which Landsteiner used to in- 
oculate the rabbit that yielded a serum 
used to separate humans into two groups, 
those whose red cells are clumped 
and those that are not. Ingeniously he 
took the first two letters of the second 
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rt of the monkey name (rhesus) and 
sed them to designate the groups which 
id or did not react to the rabbit serum. 
The people whose blood did react (85 
r cent) were called Rh positive (the 
*R” is always written as a capital letter 
nd the “h” is small), and those whose 
tells did not react were called Rh nega- 











five. 
| We have seen previously that all peo- 
le can be divided into four groups, 
namely A, B, AB, and O. Each of these 
can now be divided into two further 
groups, Rh positive and Rh negative. 
Therefore, there are in all, eight groups: 
A-Rh positive, A-Rh negative, B-Rh 
positive, B-Rh negative, AB-RH positive, 
'AB-Rh negative, O-Rh positive, and O- 
Rh negative. 

Many people believe that scientists 
work busily in their laboratories trying 
either to make discoveries that will im- 
mediately cure sick people or that will 
make a lot of money for themselves. 
Nothing is further from the truth. The 
true scientist usually does experiments 
to answer some obscure and often ab- 
WB struse question in order to satisfy his 

own curiosity and which has no interest 

except to a relatively few other scientists 

working in the same field. 
> Occasionally and quite accidentally, 
the facts disclosed by these experiments 
have a medical or a commercial value, 
but for every fact that has such a use 
there are thousands and thousands of 
nd} tevealed facts that receive no more no- 
tice than the record of a page or two in 
a dull dry scientific journal. The accu- 
ed f mulated and seemingly useless facts can 
pf be welded together to form the basis 
of thinking that advances knowledge 
and ultimately leads to material gain. 
hf Many striking illustrations can be cited 
rf to prove the truth of this assertion, the 
sf most striking and dramatic being per- 
¢ {| haps the atomic and hydrogen bombs. 
I Thus, when Landsteiner showed that 
sf all people were either Rh negative or 
e — Rh positive it was considered an inter- 
¢ § esting but not a useful fact. Later on, 
two serious diseases were observed that 
| f could be explained only on the basis of 
his seemingly useless experiments with 
| the serum of a rabbit inoculated with 
monkey blood. 

Some people have chronic diseases 
that require repeated blood transfusions. 
Or they may have at different times 
different diseases each of which is best 
treated with (Continued on Page 48) 
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Hair 
eauly- 


Your hair is more appealing and 
magnetic, more inviting to touch, 
when it is not loaded down with 
sticky grease so that it seems 
coarse and hard-looking. 


You don’t have to “load” your 
hair when you use the rich hair 
dressing pomade— Dixie Peach. 
Just a little does a lot to keep 
your hair looking just the way 
you want it ... marvelously 
smooth, soft, lustrous. 


The biggest 
jar at 


the price!... 



























Taffy Apples 


1 lb. caramels in 2 tbsp. hot water in the 
f a double boiler. Wash and dry 4 to 5 
,edium-sizes eating apples. Push a long candy 
« through the stem top. When caramels 
thoroughly melted, dip the apples into the 
xture and coat evenly. Turn bottom-side up 
n waxed paper and chill for several hours. 


‘ 


Jack-O-Lantern Salad 


k 3 tbsps. gelatine in % cup water, then dissolve in 144 cups hot pineapple juice. Add % 
p orange, lemon juices, 2 tbsps. sugar. Pour %-inch deep in round cake pan and form face 
h prunes, almonds. Chill. Put 144 cups grated carrots in % remaining liquid, pour over. 
r this pour 14% cups crushed pineapple and % of liquid. Unmould and cut V-shape at top. 


Tricks Or 
Treats For 


Hallowee 


RICKS OR TREATS? It’s treats, ¢ 

course, as the goblins and witches 
from miles around head for the party 
table that boasts the most goodies. Oc 
tober is the month of high adventure— 
partywise that is, and any ghostly goblin 
or wicked witch worth knowing is we 
aware that treats are more delight 
than tricks, anytime. Party fun 
laughter call for party food and lots « 
it! The color theme of black and orange 
can be carried out with orange-colore 
popcorn balls, chewy black and orange 
jelly beans, hot cider and apples swing: 
ing from the ceiling or bobbing in a tub. 
There are many clever food ideas which 
will make any party a swank affair no 
matter how limited the budget may be. 
Party menus should be kept simple, how- 
ever, and easy to serve. Let the guests 
help themselves buffet style. 
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Caramel Popcorn Balls 


Pop 3 quarts popcorn, keep hot in low oven. 
Mix 1 cup brown sugar, % cup syrup, %4 tsp. 
salt and 1% tsp. vinegar. Cook slowly until 
sugar melts, then boil to soft crack stage. Stir 
in % cup evaporated milk, bring to soft crack 
stage again. Pour over popcorn and stir until 
well-coated. Butter hands and form 20 balls. 


Halloween Tom Cats 


Pour ] pkg. “bite-size” shredded rice biscuits 
in buttered bowl. Heat % cup butter, 30 
marshmallows over boiling water. Coat cereal 
well with mixture, let stand 15 minutes. Butter 
s, form 6 balls. Use black jelly beans 
eyes and mouths, marshmallow bits for 
eats, coconut shreds for whiskers. Insert 
wooden sticks and set 4 hours. 


“T love telling my listeners about dif- 
ferent and delicious ways to prepare 
food,” says Alma John, “and I love 
trying out the recipes first in my own 

kitchen. In every recipe that calls for 

milk,” she continues, “I always use 

Carnation ... because I know from 

experience that Carnation gives 

foods such creamy-rich flavor!” 


Like Mrs. John, scores of other ca- 
reer women in food preparation say 
Carnation is best for cooking and 
baking. Why don’t you join these 
good ladies? Buy several cans of 
Carnation Milk soon...and enjoy the 
difference it makes in your cooking. 


Mrs. John says: 














Try this easy/wuipPeD TorPine 


(Makes 3 cups topping ) 
1 cup undiluted Carnation 
2 tablespoons lemon juice 


Chill Carnation in refrigerator tray un- 
til soft crystals appear around edges of 
tray (15-20 minutes). Pour into bowl; 
whip until it begins to thicken (about 
1 minute). Add lemon juice; whip very 
stiff (about 2 minutes longer). Fold in 
‘ . sugar if desired, 
Kens SS5> and serve at once. 
& 
Wonderfully 
rich on your fa- 


af nation vorite cream pies. 


“from 
Contented 
Cows” 
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Noted Professional Nurse 
and Radio Personality says: 








WORLD'S LEADING BRAND OF EVAPORATED MILK! 












POPULAR ALMA JOHN, 
New York City 
Director, “Homemakers’ 
Club” Program, Station 
WWRL, Monday 
through Saturday 


























































One of Alma John’s weekly features 
is Foods of Our Own and Other 
Lands. “For both foreign and Amer- 
ican recipes, no milk matches Car- 
says Mrs. John. 


nation,” 


ML 


Mr. John likes his coffee just so! He 
says nothing else brings out coffee 
flavor like Carnation. “It’s delicious 
poured over fruits and cereals, too,” 
adds Mrs. John. 


Mrs. John loves children. Here she is 
with Ruth, one of her three attractive 
nieces, and her adorable grandniece, 


Regina. Of course this healthy tot is 
teeming) a Carnation baby! 
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Ugly bumps (blackheads) onmy 
face bothered me for a long time 
ecause their itching, burning 
nd smarting always annoyed 
ie. Then a friend told me about 
Black and White Ointment. I 
ried it and sure got wonderful 
lief from the misery.” 


| 
| Phyllis Emery 
| Chicago, Illinois 
| 
‘| 


Cot relief. trom 
/iching, misery of, 
Ugly BUTT (a:srats)} 

















GET FAST RELIEF TODAY 


Eases sting of eczema, simple ring- 
worm; eases itch of acne, acts as 
antiseptic dressing to help prevent 
spread of infection. 25¢, 60¢, 85¢. 
To cleanse skin, use mild, pure 
Black and White Skin Soap. 
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—- A Product of 


For only a fraction of a.cent 


Calumet Baking Powder 


insures baking success! 
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Halloween Doughnuts |} ars. 
Combine 1 cup sugar with 2 tbsp. melted Need| 
shortening, beat thoroughly. Add 2 beaten | days lat 
eggs. Sift 4 cups flour, 4 tsp. baking powder, | and that 
% tsp. salt, % tsp. cinnamon, % tsp. nutmeg, 
Add alternately with 1 cup milk to the mixture, 
Roll dough % inch thick, cut with doughnut much-tal 
cutter. Fry in deep fat (360°F.). five prea 
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Goblin Gingerbread Jimmie | 
Cream % cup each margarine, sugar, add 2 - Anc 
beaten egg yolks. Sift 2% cups flour, 1% tsp. | member 
soda, 1 tsp. cinnamon, 1 tsp. ginger, % tsp. — turns to 
cloves, % tsp. salt. Combine 1 cup each f vith Dex 
molasses, hot water. Add dry ingredients alter- 
nately with molasses mixture, beat smooth. oe 
Pour in pan lined with wax paper. Cover with | [oing to 
two-egg meringue, top with 6 tbsp. blanched, | Wall To: 
shredded almonds, bake in moderate oven. Leown 9 
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Orange Jack-O-Lanterns = 

i s 

Wash and dry four well-shaped oranges. Cut — , 
circle out of each top and set aside. Hollow men, 

out orange with spoon. Carve Jack O’Lanterm who de 
face out of shell. Prepare box of any flavored was a 

gelatin. When it has set, spoon into shells. cordin, 

Stick piece of ginger candy in each cap and hit the 


place on top. 
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How He Proposed 
(Continued from Page 7) 


and when midnight came, I went to bed 
yery angry and hurt. 

The next morning the phone woke me 
up and the long-distance operator said that 
[had a call from Philadelphia. My heart 

Imost stopped beating as I heard Sonny’s 
oice and without giving me a chance to 
ask him why he had disappointed me, he 
blurted out these words: “Dolly, I love you 
and want to marry you. Will you meet me 
here on the 28th when the group closes at 
the Earle Theatre so we can get married? 
I've got the ring and ev :rything is all set.” 
I can still hear those words ringing in my 
ears. 

Needless to say, I caught the train two 
days later to the City of Brotherly Love 
and that afternoon with Alec Sharpe and 
his wife we motored to Elkton, Md., the 
much-talked-about town where there are 
five preachers to every block waiting to say 





the divine words over couples like us. 

At the first house where we spotted the 
sign of a minister, Sonny stopped the car 
and we all went in. Rev. Charles Turner 
smiled at us as we walked in and called his 
wife downstairs to make us some hot coffee 
as it was a cold day. 

After the ceremony, which I think I shall 
never forget (what girl would want to for- 
get her wedding day?) we jumped in the 
car and headed home to New York. As I 
was living with my mother at the time I 
started house-hunting while Sonny headed 
for Detroit, where the Orioles were booked 
to appear. 

In about two months I found the cozy, 
seven-room home in St. Albans that we 
both regard as our little love nest. And 
home’s much sweeter now that we have 
our son, Keith, 21 months old. Like most 
wives of performers I’m alone with the 
baby quite often, but I try to make up for 
the lonely hours without Sonny by giving 
all my time to rearing Keith. 





Hollywood To Harlem 
(Continued from Page 13) 


Latest star to graduate from the Katherine 
Dunham dance group, Enid Mosier, singer 
of songs . . . as easy to look at as to listen 
to. . . Duke Ellington discovery . . . the 
Edna Corbett Jazz Trio, big hit on the 
Manhattan scene. 


00°90 


After 20 years, Ella Fitzgerald still “the 
greatest” and continuing to get the “feel” 
across . . . Columbia Records soon to re- 
lease Hall of Fame record series, to include 
Jimmie Lunceford hits from the 1930 era 
... Andy Kirk, with only one original 
member of his “Twelve Clouds of Joy,” re- 
turns to bandleading and a recording date 
with Decca Records. His first major re- 
lease is a rhythm and blues number, /’m 
Going to Rock and Roll at the Hole in the 
Wall Tonight, with a vocal by a newcomer 
known as H-Bomb Ferguson. Flip side, 
Mind If | Remind You, is an original by 
Andy himself and Arthur Tecker, com- 
poser of an early King Cole Trio hit, Meet 
Me At No Special Place, with a vocal by 
Mel Moore, of the Billy Bowen Butterball 
Four. 


00°90 


Jazz trumpeter Dizzy Gillespie 
startled the musical world recently 
by designing a new horn which per- 
mits him to hear himself play. When 
he played fast, Dizzy said, more notes 
went by him than he could hear. In 
any case, reports are that Dizzy and 
his new horn are sounding fine . . . 
Cash Box’s award for the most prom- 
ising singer of the year to Roy Ham- 
iten, a former heavyweight boxer 
who doesn’t smoke or drink and who 
was a virtual unknown until his re- 
cording of You’ll Never Walk Alone 
hit the scene . . . Diahann Carroll, 


teenage singing sensation, retaining 
the same sweet freshness despite a 
barrage of professional successes and 
pressure from local wolves. She’s to 
be featured in the forthcoming flicker 
Carmen Jones. 


000 


And speaking of Carmen Jones, rumors 
are that Harry Belafonte’s ghost singer just 
might be Mario Lanza. And, if he has the 
time, Belafonte’s wanted for the lead in a 
new Negro fantasy, The Fisher Boy, with 
music by Billy Strayhorn, former arranger 
for the Duke Ellington and Benny Good- 
man bands ... Dynamic personality of 
Maurice Waller, son of the late-great Fats 
Waller, responsible for heavy traffic in the 
record department at Macy’s in New York 
City . . . Negro audiences clamoring for a 
look-see at the popular mimic, Sammy 
Davis, Jr., if and when he decides to play 
an engagement “uptown.” .. . Butterfly 
McQueen, baby-voiced actress, whose 
brand of movie comedy frequently rubbed 
Negro audiences the wrong way, now 
switched to chirping . 


Teen Talk 


(Continued from Page 14) 





tesy, impatience in traffic and too many 
times a total disregard for the laws. Par- 
ents who disregard laws can’t expect any- 
thing else from their offspring. But if they 
don’t set good examples for you, try show- 
ing them how rigidly you observe safe 
driving regulations. 

As for you hepped up guys, life ex- 
pectancy has been extended, but you 
won't be around to enjoy it, if you reck- 
lessly tear along the highways. For most 
of the young casualties would still be alive 
if some speed demon hadn’t stepped on the 
gas too heavily. Life is too short at the 


most. Why make it shorter just because 
you have a heavy foot? 





Bringing 
Up Baby 


Nw 
( MOTHER OF 5 ) 


Isn’t it amazing how 
baby-care methods have 
changed in the past 25 
years? In the so-called 
good old days, rigid 
rules were put above 
reasonableness. Young 
parents were taught the 
importance of routine— 
especially where feeding schedules were 
concerned. Certainly children do thrive on 
a certain amount of routine. But modern 
parents listen to their hearts as well as their 
heads—avoid letting schedules become more 
important than baby’s need for affection. 
They have learned that a full share of 
loving care often works more miracles than 
“by-the-book’”’ rules. 





Mrs. Dan Gerber 





“J ARMOUR 





Savory story. Most babies like meat, and 
really take to the savory flavors of Gerber’s 
Strained Meats. Made of juicy Armour 
cuts, they’re specially processed for mini- 
mum fat and fiber . . . are easy as milk to 
digest. All meat, too, with just enough broth 
added to give the nice-on-the-tongue texture 
wee ones like. 7 varieties for meal appeal 
—and each one is rich in the complete 
proteins necessary for sturdy growth and 
muscle development. 


It takes all kinds. Not so long ago, babies 
had little but milk and cereal the first four 
or five months. Today doctors suggest a 
variety of foods at an earlier age—not only 
for the increased nutritive values— but be- 
cause getting used to a variety of foods 
develops taste buds—makes for future good 
eating habits. 





Variety is another one of the Gerber spe- 
cialties. To further the cause of a well- 
balanced diet, Gerber’s offer a really 
complete selection of strained fruits, meats, 
vegetables, soups and desserts. 34 varieties 
in all — all specially prepared for high re- 
tention of wholesome food values—and all 
famous for tempting true color — appetizing 
true flavor—smooth texture. 


GERBER’S BABY FOODS, FREMONT, MICHIGAN 
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Me. 520A 

LACE SEAUTY $295 
Colorful lightweight Brown 
Shell, Blue or Green frame. 






Foke diamonds on top rim. 
Amber orf brown frames. 
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Ne. SITA 

DATE BAIT $395 
14K Gold plated bow-knots 
and rims. Biack, Brown, Bive 
or Pink Pearl frames. 


Ne. 106 

New style Brown Shell, 
Black, Biue,or Pink Pearl 
frames. 







Gergeous laminated Genvu- 
ine zy! with inlaid black 
lece, PINK crystal of BLUE 
crystal frames. 


WiN00W CLASS GE- rt: ale 


IN| CLEAR WHITE OR GREEN LENSES 



















All with Leatherette case 
end tens cleaner. 
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above in deluxe 
Sou FILLED trim. 


















No. 317 

DAISY MAE $395 
Mother-of-Pearl daisy orna- F 
ments with fake diamond 
insets. Shell or Black frames. 













Ne. 540 
Genuine optical Zyl. Light 
or dark tortoise shell. Black, 
bive or pink crystal frames. 





DELUXE BOB-TOPS 
Etenraes $496 

Genuine optical two - 

Dark Tortoise Shent 


Straight top genuine optical 
zy! frame in Tortoise Shell, Zyl. 
Black or Brown. Special wire- 
core temple. 





















Ne. 519 No. 616 $295 
MEN'S GOLDEN $695 GEORGIA PEACH 3 
Genvine yi, gold pleted Semi-rimless glasses with 24K. 
trim. Brown or vet O85 Gold plated brow and ear- 
pieces tipped with Mother of 
_ 219 8 Pearl. Clear, Green or Rose 
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GOLD FILLED trim. Vieted tonces. 






















HERMAN OPTICAL CO. 
201 Q Market St., Newark 2, N.J. 
















MONEY WITH 
ONLY 201 Q Market St., Newark 2, N.J. 

Please send C.0.D. Style Ne... : 

A pair of clip-on ‘Shades’ that fit on 
your regular glasses On €.0.D. orders lens Coler.... . Preame Coler........................ 
$1] extra for clip-on Shades a act ates ta caace sacs bs véntecevensmpececsuenetnssseomousiooases 
10 DAY FREE TRIAL cesses cues yeaseind Wises ouateclcdsdvndsecconennDnabpaipesveccuasbinses okt 
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Health 
(Continued from Page 43) 


blood transfusion. Naturally, the patien 
would be given the blood of his own grou 
to avoid reactions. 


It was observed that although the firs} 


transfusion went off without any reaction, 
subsequent transfusions, even with the 
same donor, were often followed by sever 
reactions and even death. How was this 
be explained? Checking up with the cross 
matching showed that now when the do 
nor’s and recipient’s bloods were mixed 
there was a clumping of the red cells al. 
though there was none before the firs 
transfusion. Someone recalled Landstein. 
er’s experiments with the Rh groups and 
began some testings. It was found that the 
donor was Rh positive and the recipient 
Rh negative. 

Like the rabbit which had acquired the 
property of clumping monkey blood as well 
as certain human bloods as a result of inoe. 
ulation with monkey blood, the recipient 
also had acquired the new property of 
clumping Rh positive human blood. There 
fore, monkey blood and Rh positive human 
blood have a substance in common whichis 
known as the Rh factor. 

When a person who is Rh negative, and 
consequently, whose blood does not contain 
the Rh factor is transfused with the blood 
of an Rh positive person, even though they 
are of the same blood group, he becomes 
sensitized to further transfusions with Rh 
positive blood so that such transfusions be- 
come dangerous. 

Therefore, a stringently-followed rule is 
never to transfuse Rh positive blood intoa 
Rh negative patient. This is to prevent the 
recipient from becoming sensitized to Rh 
positive blood or, in case he has already 
been sensitized, to prevent him from suffer- 
ing a reaction. 

There is still another proved use of the 
Rh blood groups. Very often pregnant 
women will have their babies die before 
delivery and when they do deliver, the dead 
child has a very characteristic appearance 
indicating that it has succumbed to some 
specific disease. Sometimes the babies man- 
age to be born alive only to die from a 
severe anemia after becoming intensely 
yellow from jaundice. 

Doctors named this disease erythroblas- 
tosis fetalis or congenital hemolytic ane- 
mia long before they knew its cause. For 
a long while they were puzzled to know 
what was back of it. The babies were mani- 
festly the victim of something that de 
stroyed most of the red blood cells of the 
little victims. 

After further tests and experiments the 
reason for erythroblastosis was figured ou! 
and found to be rather simple. When an 
Rh negative mother and an Rh positive 
father have a child, the child will be either 
Rh negative like the mother or Rh positive 
like the father. If the child is Rh negative 
it will never have erythroblastosis fetalis. 
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Exciting things happen to you 


LANSON 
Creamed Conditioner 
For Hair and Scalp P BLUE MIST 
1.25° ao} Stick Cologne 
=: 1.00° 


FRANCINE 


Y Imported 
Perfume 
3.50° 


SOFT TOUCH 
Complexion Base 
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Mrs. Henrietta Redd, popular Chicage 
making ber choices from Mrs. Pasline G Greene, = 
Lucky Heart Representative. 


Now you can experience the thrill of glamorous women, with ow 
LUCKY HEART cosmetics—the cosmetics that do what you’ve been i, 
hoping your make-up would do! LUCKY HEART’S fine cosmetic prep- ' 
arations make pretty things happen to your complexion, bring out a 

softer, smoother, lighter more radiant skin tone. Your hair takes 

on new silky-soft allure with LUCKY HEART’S wonderful hair 

care and grooming aids. And, for lipstick that stays on you, there 

is nothing to equal the creamy smoothness of LUCKY HEART 
color-harmonized new Stazon Lipstick! Sultry or delicate, 

there’s a right LUCKY HEART perfume or cologne to make 

you feel and be like the woman you want most to be on 

every occasion . . . and make you so nice to be near. é 


YOUR LUCKY HEART REPRESENTATIVE WILL HELP YOU } 
FREE! :: Fe neighborhood Lucky Heart 


You make your own cosmetic seleciions in the privacy and the > cea has a cosmetic gift for 
convenience of your own home. Be sure to look for your sure to write us for it, today. 
neighborly Lucky Heart Representative. Depend on her for i" ebey 


expert help, when she calls. | LUCKY HEART, Dept. 2K2 
Memphis 2, Tennessee 


Please have a Lucky Heart Representative deliver my FREE 


It’s so smart to he gift without obligation. 


my Lucky Heart 


—the exclusive quality line of excitiig mew Casmetics 
MEMPHIS 2 .« FERN ES S EE 


(CD Check here if you would like to represent Lucky Heart 
Cosmetics in your community. 
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ORONET 


Romantically lovely real hair—styled for you by 
Coronet, one of the oldest manufacturers of 
quality hair goods. Now you can have lustrous, 
shining hair to crown your beauty. Smart 
beauties of today—the cover girls—enhance 
their beauty and change their personality 
instantly with Coronet hair pieces and 
wigs. Only you know your secret—Coronet 
heir looks just fike nature's own. Others 
can only see your increased glamour with 
luxuriant hair smartly styled. So easy— 
just pin your Coronet hair on and comb 
your own hair into it. They blend per- 
fectly and your Coronet hair stays as 
secure Gs your own. 


Style #60 ANGEL HALO. A 
charming halo of fine Feather 
Curls that completely encircles 
your head. Lovely as your own 
air, you enhance your natural 


hair beauty. $8 50 
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Enclose sample or check hair shade 
OO Jet Black, a Off Black, ([) Dk. Brown, 
ixed Gray $1.50 extra 


CORONET BEAUTY PRODUCTS, INC. 

2 Beaver Street, Dept. TC-72, Newark 2, New Jersey 

(1 $1.00 deposit enclosed. Will pay balance C.0.D. plus 
small postal charges. ; 

(0 Please rush the following C.0.D. Will pay postman 
plus small postal charges. 
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One 
Husband 
Too Many 


(Continued from Page 32) 


area. You can thank God for that, and also 
that she suffered only a few bruises on her 
arms and shoulders.” 

“I get the cold shivers thinking about 
what if she had gone through the wind. 
shield, like that poor cabby. God! Rather, 
thank God she didn’t! Thank God she’s 
alive!” 

“And she’s going to be as good as new, 
Guy. I haven’t told you yet, but Nettie was 
conscious for a while late last night.” 

“What!” 

“T wasn’t here, of course, but the night 
nurse recorded everything Nettie said. And, 
Guy—?” 

“Well what did she say? For heaven’s 
sakes get on with it, man! What—” 

“Shut up and listen, you big lug! Ap- 
parently Nettie had been suffering from 
amnesia, Guy. She doesn’t remember a 
thing about where she has been all these 
months.” 

“Ah, get out!” 

“Tt’s true. Even if she wanted to, Nettie 
was certainly in no condition to put on an 
act, if that’s what’s in your mind. Appar- 
ently, the shock she got in the taxi acci- 
dent jarred her memory back to normal, 
and the rest is just a blank and probably 
always will be.” - 

“Oh! Well, what did she say?” 

“Her first word was ‘Guy.’ She called 
out for you. Then she talked ramblingly 
about having to get your birthday present 
and hurry home and fix your birthday 
dinner.” 

“Good grief!” my husband said feeling- 
ly. “That was last November, Dick! And |] 
haven’t seen her since that morning.” 

“What happened that morning, Guy? 
Anything special? A big fuss maybe?” 

“What are you, a mind reader?” 

“Well—?” 

“Ever since we got married, Nettie kept 
needling me about getting off the homicide 
detail and transferring to crime preven- 
tion—you know, juvenile delinquency stuff. 
A common cop wasn’t good enough for her. 
I guess.” 

“You guess wrong,” Dick said tartly. 
“Last night when Nettie was doing all that 
rambling, half-incoherent talk, what she 
dwelled on most was*her fear that you'd 
get killed, chasing murderers and the like. 
It wasn’t that she didn’t want a common 
cop for a husband, but a live one!” 

Guy was silent for a few seconds, then 
in a very subdued voice he said, “Looks 
like I was wrong all the way, huh? What 
a dope I’ve been!” 

“Agreed. Are you through being one. 





Guy?” 
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“What do you mean?” 

“Will you take my advice and act like 
nothing has happened? Like Nettie has 
never been away? I mean, when she re- 
gains consciousness?” 

“T already figured to do that.” 

“Solid. I’ve got to ask you this again: 
Did you and Nettie have any trouble—a 
big fuss or something around the time she 
vanished ?” 

“Well—yes. She brought up that busi- 
ness of transferring to another department 
at breakfast, the morning of my birthday. 
And—and we got to arguing and I slapped 
her. Pretty hard. A second later I felt like 
shooting myself. I don’t know what got into 
me. I never hit her before. And she started 
crying and locked herself in the bathroom 
until I left—which was right quick. Why 
are you asking all this, anyway?” 

“Because I think I know now what led 
to her amnesia, Guy. Often a severe emo- 
tional upset will bring it on. The sub-con- 
scious mind tries to protect the individual 
through blocking out the memory of what- 
ever it is that is causing such—well, spir- 
itual trauma.” 

My husband released his breath in an 


unhappy sigh. “If I’'d been in my right 
mind and hadn’t gotten sore because I fig- 


ured Nettie was trying to run my life. I'd 
never have raised my voice to her, much 
less my hand.” 

“Are you in your right mind now?” his 
cousin asked dryly. 

“Of course. Why?” 

“Then maybe you ought to do something 
about getting off the homicide detail. Guy. 
That is, if you want to make Nettie happy 
and help her fully to recover after she 
leaves here.” 

“I attended to that a month after Nettie 
left, Dick. I just couldn’t believe she 
wasn’t coming back. So I applied for a 
transfer and it came through four months 
ago.” 

“Think you can stick it?” 

“Why, sure! It’s real great, that kind of 
work. I mean, helping kids straighten up 
after they've made a slip, and especially 
in trying to help them stay straight before 
they mess up. And you know, Dick, I'm 
good at it. Kids like me and trust me. I’m 
big and maybe tough, but somehow they 
know I’in square with them.” 

When their voices faded away, 
my eyes and found myself in a bare, white 
room—a hospital room. My mind 
whirling from all I’d heard, but my chief 
feeling was one of wonderful joy. 
Guy really did love me, after all. 
been sorry he struck me. 

But I just couldn’t get it into my head 
what they meant about my having had am- 
somewhere for 


I opened 
was 


Because 


And he’d 


nesia—having been away 
months. Because only yesterday—Guy’s 


twenty-fifth birthday—I’d taken an uptown 
subway to the shopping district I liked, to 
buy Guy a birthday present. And—and— 
after that, what? What? 

Nothing but a. great emptiness, blank- 
ness, a void of darkness. Trying to think 


past it made my head ache. I relaxed and 
fell asleep. 


Tal WAS FIVE days ago. Now I’m 
- home. Guy doesn’t know I’ve been re- 


leased from the hospital yet. But he will 
when he comes from work. Dick Howard 
helped me carry out that little idea. I mean 


of giving my husband a big surprise by 


finding me awaiting him at home. A big 
and happy surprise. I hope. 
For the third or fourth time since Id 


been home, I went into the bedroom and 


again examined the unfamiliar. shoulder- 
strap bag which had been removed from 
the wrecked taxi when they fished me out 
of it. It had been examined at the hospital 
for identification papers before Dick How- 
ard. who was on the staff. saw and identi- 


fied me. But there had been nothing in my 


bag to indicate whom I was. where I had 
been or anything else. Just lipstick, com- 


pact. a couple of hankies, a few bobby 
pins. and the usual stuff found in women’s 
pocketbooks. 

But | 


upside down and shook it: 


again. even held it 
Nothing. With 
a sigh I tossed it on my dresser. but it slid 
off and hit the floor with a little thump. I 
picked it up again and looked into it close- 
ly. The only thing I noticed was a slit in 
and when I slid my 
I felt something, 
little notebook! 
I fished it out. It 
little diary. 


examined it 


the lining on one side, 
fingers down through it. 
a small something like a 

With trembling hands, 
was an expensive-looking 
bound in red leather! 

For several minutes I stood in the mid- 
dle of the floor staring numbly at it. won- 
dering if I wanted to open it—if I dared 
to! I had a strong feeling that I ought to 
unread. But I simply couldn’t. 
Whatever it contained, if anything. I had 
to know. Or else I'd be and 
stewing about it the rest of my life. 

So, finally I opened the little book, and 
this is what I read: 

I was having the most wonderful dream! 
For what could wonderful than 
dreaming you are being married in a story- 
book wedding, in a beautiful chapel. with 
gorgeously attired bridesmaids and every 
pew filled with handsomely-garbed guests? 
me. a tall, white-robed 


destroy it. 


wondering 


be more 


Standing before 


clergyman gravely intoned the solemn 
words of the marriage rite. From some- 


where in the background, drifted the 


muted, almost inaudible strains of organ 
music over the flower-scented air. 

My heart swelled with a great, reverent 
joy as I made my responses; and from 


beside me, I thrilled as a deep, rich 
his. I hadn’t seen him yet, but 


close 
voice made 
his looks just had to match his fine voice. 
Nor did I even peek at him. I'd save that 
for the moment when he placed the wed- 
ding band on my finger. 

But that moment arrived before 


And as my groom took my left hand in 


I knew 


his and slipped the diamond-studded circlet 


upon my third finger, I gazed up at him, 


wondering why only in dream or the 





Why put up with itching 


SKIN MISERY? 


Don’t let nagging 
distress of ugly 
rashes, ringworm, 
pimples or eczema 
drag you down. 





Discover the wonders of 


SKIN SUCCESS 


Millions, yes millions 
of people have actually 
seen the marvelous re- 
sults brought about by 
Palmer’s Skin Success 
Ointment when their 
skin was troubled and 
upset by those aggravating itches. 


There’s just nothing like it! Because 
only SKIN SUCCESS Ointment gives 
you the full benefit of that great skin- 
prescription formula, scientifically 
tested by a noted doctor. It really 
works wonders! 


So don’t risk letting that distress 
go on for another day. See for your- 
self how fast it helps your itchy, 
troubled skin feel good again! 


Small size only 25¢. Regular 75¢ size 
gives you four times as much. 


COMPLEXION SECRET 


The deep-acting foamy medication of 
gentle SKIN SUCCESS SOAP fights off 
surface skin germs that often cause 
pimples, blackheads and blemishes 


PALMERS PUREED onNTMENT 
FREE FOR ASTHMA 


If you suffer with attacks of Asthma and choke 
and gasp for breath, if restful sleep is difficult 
because of the struggle to breathe, don’t fail to 
send at once to the Frontier Asthma Company 
for a FREE trial of the FRONTIER ASTHMA 
MEDICINE, a preparation for temporary symp- 
tomatic relief of paroxysms of Bronchial Asthma. 
No matter where you live or whether you have 
faith in any medicine under the sun, send today 
for this free trial. It will cost you nothing. 
546-W FRonTIER Bioe. 

Bui FFALO 1, N. ¥. 





Frontier AstuMa Co. 


462 2 Nracara Sr. 


*100% CASH ‘ou 


AND YOUR OWN PERSONAL 


CS DRESSES conus 
BONUS 

AMAZING NEW PLAN! 
Here’s a wonderfully easy way to earn 
$100.00 and MORE in CASH, in justa 


few spare hours, and also get dresses 
and other apparel for yourself with- 
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FREE : Rush your name and address 
TODAY for big FREE Style 
Display showing more than 100 beau- 
tiful styles — dresses, suits, sports- 
wear, hosiery, lingerie, and lovely 
dresses for children too. No money 
needed—now or ever. Don’t miss 
this opportunity to EARN CASH 
and get beautiful dresses too, in 
just spare time. Write TODAY 
giving dress size, name, address, age. 
HARFORD FROCK s, INC. 
Dept. M-3117, CINCINNATI 2s, OHIO 
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ovies did such a marvelous looking man 


of 
€ Sst. 


\doringly I stared into his strong, richly 
own face. looking deep into his intensely 
live brown eyes. and when I heard the 
nister saying, “—and I now pronounce 
man and wife.” I fell into my dream- 
isband’s arms with a and as he 
lded me to him. and kissed me tenderly, 
ngeringly, I wished that this dream would 


sob, 


end! 
Everything became a little confused, 
hen. We were surrounded by a rush of 
ple. none of whom I knew. Some kissed 
and some wrung my husband’s hand, 
ig, “Congratulations, Bob!” and, 
You’re a lucky fellow, Bob!” 
Then we were hurrying up a carpeted 
le, through a crowded vestibule, and out 
to the porch steps, where a large throng 
waiting. An admiring murmur went 
) as we appeared, and I tossed my bridal 
iquet amid the crowd. In the ripple of 
vement that followed, we ran down the 
irch steps, pelted by rice, to a sharp 
vertible parked at the curb. Bob hur- 
dly helped me into it, then dashed 
yund, slid in behind the wheel, and away 
went! 
Something was bothering me. The peo- 
e in the church had called this man 
Bob.” And now he had called me “Mar- 
iret.” That didn’t sound like my name. 
How strange were dreams! And stranger 
till that even while this one was going on 
it I should know it was a dream! 
Yet. all this had to be a dream—regard- 
For this man beside me was a com- 
ete stranger, just as had been all those 
ple back at that church. Yes. obviously 
vas a dream, but how pleasant, how— 
iting! I took a deep breath and relaxed, 
ting for what came next. 
{nd what was that? Why a lovely. low- 
fed chalet-type house set in a grove of 
ry birch trees! It was clearly outlined 
the bright car lights as Bob turned off 
road into a crushed shell driveway. 
[ cried out in delight. 
Wait until you see inside!” Bob 
shed, as he parked by the front en- 
nee, then got out quickly and came 
ind to my side. And when he opened 
door and I stepped out, he picked me 
is though I weighed nothing at all and 
le up the stone stairs, shoved the door 


and carried me across the threshold. 
Oh. Bob!” I cried, hugging him, “It’s 
t!” 


ply perfec 
I'm glad you like it, sweetheart,” he 
lied. pleased, returning my hug with 
of his own that somehow turned into 
rdent embrace during which I felt 

line of his hard, man’s body pressing 
mine. An emotion welled up in me like 
irge of liquid fire. With a stifled groan, 
again lifted me into his arms and al- 
sh my senses were swimming like 
! realized he was carrying me up 
About then I lost track of 
s, at least for a second or two. 


e stairs. 


Then we were in a dark room, and Bob 


o9 


set me down. I swayed dizzily and had he 
not steadied me, I would have fallen. I 
felt his hand shaking as he removed my 
bridal veil, and when he reached around 
and managed to unzip my bridal gown. He 
guided me a few steps and gently let me 
sink down upon a downy bed covered with 
some satiny material. 

In a languorous daze. I lay there. quiv- 
ering. my heart pounding, aching with a 
terribly urgent need, hearing Bob’s loud, 
uneven breathing nearby, hearing the 
thump of his shoes on the floor, the soft 
whisper of garments being removed. Then 
he came to me, sank beside me, avidly 
kissing my arms. breasts. shoulders, my 
cheeks, throat. and finally. my lips, at 
which time everything blurred before a 
rapture that mounted like the onrush of a 
mighty tidal wave... 


LAY PERFECTLY still for a few min- 

utes, drowsily wondering where in the 
world I was—and how I happened to 
awaken in this room I’d never seen before. 
I could look out of a big window without 
moving my head. It was a sunny morning, 
and beyond the silvery branches of the 
trees nearby, I could see the pale green 
rise of hills, or maybe mountains. 

I sat up suddenly, staring fearfully 
around the spacious bedroom, my _ heart 
hammering. If—if what I remembered as a 
dream was a dream, then what was I doing 
here? So it hadn’t been a dream! 

That realization sent a wave of panic 
through me. Then my wildly beating heart 
almost stopped as two arms slid around 
me, the hands cupping my breasts. warm 
lips touched my shoulders, my neck, my 
ear. I stiffened. not entirely sure that I 
wasn’t still dreaming. 

“Good morning, darling, a deep, mas- 
culine voice murmured. “How do you feel 
on your first day as a bride?” 

Panic skittered through me in jets of 


ice! During that frozen instant those 
strong hands pulled me _ back gently, 


pressed me down. and the half-remembered 
face of the man I’d married in what I had 
thought was only a dream. stared down at 
me with a tender. quizzical look. 

“Margaret!” he cried. “What’s the mat- 
ter?” 

“Let me go!” I stormed hysterically. 
“Take your hands off me! I don’t know 
you!” Then, as his arms went slack, I 
writhed away from him and jumped out 
of the bed. gazing around wildly. “Where 
am I? Why am I here?” I screamed. 

“Darling!” he exclaimed as he sprang 
after me. “Margaret—” 

I recoiled, shocked by the sight of his 
unclad body. “Don’t you come near me,” 
I wailed, averting my “You’re 
naked!” 

As though struck. he halted, gazing at 
me in a mixture of dismay and alarm. Then 


eyes. 


a grin tugged at the tight, disturbed lines 
of his face, but he replied gravely. “Well, 
sweetheart, so are you.” 

A hasty downward glance revealed the 


shocking truth that I was! I cowered, 
shrank back trying to cover myself with 
arms and hands, feeling blood scald up 
beneath my skin in hot shame. 

Quickly the man seized a dressing gown 
from the bed and tossed it to me. As I 
frantically wrapped the big garment 
around me, he was swathing himself from 
head to foot in the pale pink coverlet, also 
from the bed. 

I didn’t mean to laugh. and I certainly 
didn’t want to; but when he peered at me 
from the folds of that silken covering and 
made a zany face, I burst into peals of 
helpless laughter. The next I knew I was 
up in his arms, cradled to him like a baby. 
He sat down on the bed and began rocking 
me gently, crooning some wordless lullaby 
in a rich, deep voice. 

Suddenly, he no longer seemed a 
stranger, but a friend, somebody to cling 
to in the darkness which hovered so threat- 
eningly around me, closing in like chill 
black fog as I realized in heart-shaking 
fright that something was dreadfully 
wrong with me—with my mind. 

I moaned and Bob’s arms tightened 
around me. “Are you ill, darling?” he 
questioned in a concerned murmur. 

“T don’t know, I don’t know!” I cried 
desperately. 

“Margaret, why did you act as you did 
a few minutes ago? I mean, saying you 
didn’t know me—asking where you were?” 

I clutched his shoulders and_ pressed 
hard against him, feeling like I was sliding 
helplessly toward a black. bottomless pit— 
and I sobbed, “Bob! Bob! Don’t let me go! 
Hold me! Don’t let me fall into that awful 
place!” 

“I won't, sweetheart. I won't,” he 
crooned, holding me tightly. “Everything 
is all right. and you’re all right and nothing 
is going to harm you, you're safe here in 
my arms . safe...” 

How shall I express my gratitude to this 
man for his sweetness, his gentleness, pa- 
tience and understanding during the next 
difficult weeks? I cannot put it into words. 

For example, when he rocked me to sleep 
that first morning when it dawned upon 
me that he, the room I was in, and every- 
thing that had happened was strange to me, 
I awakened feeling fine—still in his arms. 
Then, when I could recollect nothing past 
our dream-like wedding, I got panicky 
again. and screamed and carried on some- 
thing awful! I knew it, but I couldn't 
help it. ; 

And again Bob calmed me down, talked 
to me quietly until my hysteria subsided. 
Then, when I could recollect nothing past 
was wrong, as he had earlier. What | 
feared was, that I was losing my mind, be- 
cause by then I had accepted his assurance 
that we really were married, but not being 
able to remember anything about what 
happened before that, I began to doubt my 
sanity. 

In answering Bob’s query, I didn’t tell 
him that. Instead, I asked some questions 
of my own, starting with, “Who am |], 


Bob?” 
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If my question surprised or alarmed him. 
he didn’t show it. for in a matter-of-fact 
tone he answered, “Why you are Mrs. Rob- 
ert Provost, honey.” 

“But—but what was my maiden name?” 

“Cummings. Margaret Cummings.” 

The name didn’t Maybe it 
would when I knew more about myself. So 
I said, “Something’s happened to my mem- 
ory, Bob. Tell me about us.” 

“That happens in the best of families.” 
Bob said with a reassuring smile. “I mean, 
temporary loss of memory. So don’t let it 
bother you, baby. /’// be your memory 
until the real thing returns. as it will. 

“Now as to us. there really isn’t too much 
to tell, Margaret. Five months ago—late 
November, I think it was—you walked into 
my office one morning and applied for a 
secretarial position which I had advertised 


register. 


in the newspapers. And I hired you.” 

“Are you in business?” 

“Uhuh. Lumber and building supplies.” 

“Well, did I always live around here?” 

“No, sweetheart. you didn’t. You're from 
up North, like me. Your way of talking in- 
dicates that. And besides. when we were 
talking about the job. I think you said so.” 

“Do you still have my references on file? 
Maybe my ex-employers might know about 
me.” 

Bob laughed. “Angel. I didn’t ask you 
for references. I] just took one good look 
at you and said real quick that you were 
hired!” 

“And was I a good secretary?” I asked. 

“The best! But. honey. you gave me a 
hard way to go. I mean. I couldn’t keep 
my mind on business. I didn’t know what 
was wrong with me at first. 
sweetie, love never happened to me before.” 

“IT don’t remember anyone.” I sighed. 
“Oh, Bob, this is awful!” 

“It needn’t be unless you let it.” he said 
firmly. 

“That’s easy to say. How would you like 
to wake up and find yourself married to 
a girl completely strange to you?” 

“Well, now,” Bob replied. a glint of mis- 
chief in his eyes, “that would depend upon 
the girl. Now. for instance, if she were 
somebody like you, why I’d probably jump 
for joy!” 

“Oh, Bob!” I reproved. 

“I would,” he insisted. “And maybe it 
would work for you. honey. After all, we 


J 
Because. 


really are married, remember. Just forget 
about the past and concentrate on the fu- 
ture—our future. Won’t you try. darling?” 
“PH—Tl try,” I promised, fighting back 
tears and trying to smile up at him. “And 
maybe—maybe—” 
about having 
And wedding 


“Good enough. Hey, how 
a look around the house? 
presents and stuff? You only got a glimpse 
of part of downstairs last night, you know.” 

“I know,” I chided, “on account of I 
got carried up here before I had a chance 
to see anything.” 

“Aw, Margaret— After all, I’d been 
waiting for our wedding night a long time! 
So—” 


cut in 
any 


“T want to see downstairs.” I 
hastily. “And I’m hungry. Have we 
food?” 

“Loads. my little starveling! 
I'm famished, too, now that you mention 
it. 


Come on, 


THatTs THE WAY it was. with Bob’s 

unfailing tenderness and thoughtfulness 
as bulwarks against the moods of intense 
depression I suffered frequently in those 
first But I was delighted with our 
house. And with my wedding presents. not a 


weeks. 


one of them from anyone I could remember. 
One of the presents was a small. dainty 
diary. bound in red leather. with a tiny 
golden lock. It is in this diary I’m writing 
At least ['ll know about this 
part of my life! 


these events. 

On the advice of a doctor—a specialist 

we have very little contact with anyone. 
I mean. on my account. Even though two 
months have passed. I still have a strong 
aversion to meeting people. So Bob has 
been spending most of his time at home. 
It’s gotten so he goes into town to his office 
only once or twice a week, and then not 
for long. However. we go for long drives, 
take in a drive-in movie once in a while. 
and do a lot of walking in the lovely woods 
that are a part of Bob’s land. Our land. I 
think of it that way now, because I'm really 
Bob’s wife—and I am more and more in 
love with him all the time. 

We were romping through the house like 
a couple of pre-teen-age kids one afternoon 
near the end of our third month of mar- 
riage when Bob received a telegram from 
his mother telling him his father was 
gravely ill in a New York hospital as the 
result of a heart attack. 

In an instant. everything was changed. 
Upset by the news. Bob didn’t even ask me 
if I would make the trip with him, he sim- 
ply assumed it. So we were soon both rush- 
ing around frantically, getting ready in 
time to catch a North-bound plane. which 
left in an hour-and-a-half. 

As we drove out to the airport. Bob 
talked a little about his for the 
first time—what fine people they were. and 
how much he had wanted them to meet me. 
When I asked if they lived in New York, 


was 


parents 


he said no, they lived upstate. He 
going to say more about that when some- 
thing more pressing came to his mind. 

“With Dad so bad off. they don’t know 
how long he will last,” he said soberly, “it 
may be touch-and-go whether I even get 
to the hospital in time. So. when we arrive 
in New York. I'll go straight to the hospi- 
tal. I had the office wire to my hotel there 
for reservations. When we get on the plane, 
I'll write down its name for you, and you 
go there and register for us and get some 
rest. Okay?” 

“Okay,” I replied. “But, darling, I do 
wish I could do something to make you 
feel better at a time like this.” 

“Tn a time like this.” he replied quietly, 
“I'd probably blow my top if it wasn’t for 
you, sweetheart.” He glanced at his wrist 
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and drove faster. “We'll have to 
to make that plane,” he told me. 
The way it turned out, we needn’t have 
ed so. for our plane was a half-hour 
So I’m in the ladies’ lounge at the 
rt. using the time to bring events up 
in my little book, and to put down 
how much I’m looking forward to 
ng Bob’s mother, and how hard I’m 
for his father’s recovery. I do hope 
will approve of me, and like me. I 
know if I have a mother or father 
lf. and I may never know. 
Vell, I'd better stop for now, as it is 
t time for our flight and Bob will be 
ring what happened to me. But I do 
[ knew how things will be for me in 
New York. So, little diary, back into my 


handbag with you! For now, anyway. 


\fter I read those last lines, I knew this 


little book with the red leather covers 


ld never go back into my handbag! 


Because the sooner I destroyed it, the bet- 


But for long minutes I sat holding it 
itly. my thoughts in tumult. So that’s 
[ happened to be in New York, where 
elonged, and where I must have started 
I'd probably been headed for the 
tel Bob had wanted me to go to when 
taxi crashed. And now I was my real 
iain. 
thought about what I had read in my 


diary. Was it—could it be true that I had 


d with a stranger as his wife for several 
hs? It seemed fantastic. My diary 
me a good idea of what he was like, 
[ had no feeling for him, no wish ever 

ee him again. Because I didn’t love 
[ loved my own dear husband whose 

ne was not Bob, but Guy, and often he 

n't as thoughtful and gentle as Bob 
but what has that to do with the way 
about him? 

Remembering certain passages in my 

book. a feeling of guilt washed 
ch me like an ugly stain. Regardless 

amnesia, how had I been able to be 
nfaithful to Guy? Well, thank God, 
ould never know about it. 

glanced at my watch. Hmm. Almost 
for Guy to come off duty. I'd better 

And I did, for within ten minutes I 
irned to ashes over the burners of 
tchen stove every page I’d written on 
t litthe red book. The rest I tossed 

the trash box. 

\fter one final check of the dinner—the 
fancy dinner I’d prepared, I went into 
edroom and started brushing my hair. 

en I glanced into the mirror a rather 
tive face smiled back at me. And the 
smiled, too, glowed as though candles 

ne radiantly behind them. It was a 

face, and I knew why. because it 

mine and it was reflecting the joy in 
art as I thought how simply gorgeous 
union with Guy was going to be! Be- 


after our long separation, this was 
to be an extra-extra-special night in 


| 1. ° 
i 1ean choice! 


THE END 


Runaway 
From Love 


(Continued from Page 27) 


manners and smartly-tailored appearance 
which had earned him the title of the city’s 
best-dressed man. 

“Miss Cole?” he inquired, holding out 
his hand at the same time. 

I half-rose from the desk and extended 
mine. 

I waited. It was always best to let them 
make the first move in situations of this 
kind. 

Adams helped himself to a chair in front 
of the desk. I’d seen him at dozens of cock- 
tail parties and other social events. I'd 
heard him speak from various platforms. 
But I’d never been so close to him, never 
realized he was so very good-looking. 

He began talking. 

“I’ve been reading your column for the 
last two years. Miss Cole,” he said pleas- 
antly. “I hope you won’t mind my drop- 
ping in, taking up your time like this. I 
know you’re a very busy and extremely 
active woman. But. after reading a certain 
item in the current “Town Talk,’ I could 
no longer put off my impulse to come and 
meet you personally. Really. I guess I 
could hardly call it an impulse. You see 
I’ve had this urge for a long time now and 
impulses are things we act on swiftly.” 

In addition to being unnerved by his 
cool, pleasant manner in the face of the 
nasty thing I’d written, I was amazed at 
John Adams’ seemingly sincere confession 
that he’d been wanting to meet me for a 
long time. 

“You’ve been wanting to meet me?” I 
demanded suspiciously. “Why?” 

At first, a slightly amused, but some- 
what sad smile was my answer. 

Then he continued. 

“Well, frankly. Miss Cole. I’ve heard a 
great deal of talk about you, seen your 
pictures a number of times. You’re quite 
a powerful figure in our community. You 
have all the gifts a woman could want— 
intelligence, class. position and, if you'll 
forgive me—an extremely attractive face 
and figure. One would think of you as a 
woman who had everything to make her 
happy. Yet, you are so very unhappy, so 
bitter...” 

My jaw set in an angry line. I broke in 
sternly. 

“Look, Mr. Adams. If you’ve come here 
to insult me because I did my duty as a 
columnist by reporting the truth, I suggest 
we terminate this interview. My personal 
life and your ridiculous assumptions about 
it have no place in any conversation be- 
tween us.” 

Adams smiled an _ infuriatingly kind 
smile. 





“You see what I mean.” he went on 
quietly. “Here I am, visiting you in a spirit 
of purely friendly curiosity and you as- 
sume that I am trying to get even with you. 
What for? Just as you say. you’ve done 
your duty. No, Miss Cole, I bear you no 
grudge. Perhaps it was wrong of me to 
come but, you see, I’m a very intereste:| 
student of human nature and, like I said, 
I couldn’t resist wanting to know you.” 

This was getting unbearable. I stood he- 
hind my desk. 

“Now that you’ve obeyed your impulse 
and succeeded in delaying the column by 
a few more minutes, would you like to 
leave. Mr. Adams?” I asked with con- 
trolled fury. 

His smile grew broader. He stood cas- 
ually. 

“Just anything you say. my dear,” he 
agreed. “I’m sorry I’ve upset you.” 

“Upset me?” I cried shrilly. “Just who 
do you think you are that you could upset 
me? Maybe you’d do better if you paid 
more attention to people close to you. peo- 
ple whose lives are your concern and not 
mine.” 

“You’re speaking of Lucille. of course.” 
Adams said calmly. “It’s too bad you made 
that one mistake in the column—intimat- 
ing that I wasn’t aware of Lucille’s affair. 
Your column is usually so accurate. [| 
think it would be better if people were 
frank with you and told you things direct- 
ly so that you wouldn’t have to depend on 
the sometimes incomplete or misleading 
tidbits of gossip with which their friends 
supply you. Just to prove that I am friend- 
ly toward you, Miss Cole. I think I'll be 
very frank and give you a scoop for ‘Town 
Talk.’ You are at liberty to say that Lu- 
cille and I have agreed to be divorced. 
That’s straight from headquarters. I don’t 
want you to make any more mistakes.” 

The man was insufferable with his grin- 
ning face and cool manner. 

“Get out.” I shouted. “Get out of here 
and leave me alone.” 

“Good afternoon, Miss Cole.” he an- 
swered urbanely. The next second he was 
gone, walking straight, tall and proud 
through the door and closing it gently be- 
hind him. 

A terrific headache was pounding at my 
temples. Sinking back down in my chair I 
held my head in both hands trying to hold 
back the awful brooding self-pity and in- 
sult which was coming over me as a result 
of John Adams’ words. All thoughts of 
completing my column were gone. A few 
minutes ago I had been an assured. con- 
fident woman, serene in my ability to hold 
my own. proud of the position to which 
I'd fought in order to be reckoned with. 

But John Adams had pierced my armor. 
He had probed right through to my great- 
est weakness. He was right. I was an un- 
happy woman. I had everything but the 
one thing which mattered to me most— 
love. And it was my own fault. Because, 
most of my life, ’'d been too mean to love 
or be loved. 
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I couldn't hold back the torrent of tears 
which welled up inside of me. Before I 
broke down completely, I called the 
switchboard, told the girl I’d be working 
extra late and didn’t want to be disturbed. 
Then I broke down, head on my desk, and 
cried out the bitterness in my heart. 

It was a bitterness which festered like 
some cankerous evil a long, long time 


SHO <.s-s 


I came by my evil 
them straight 


NE THING is true. 

ways honestly. I got 
from my father, a bitter. sour 
did as little as he could get away with for 
his family. We lived in an old wreck of a 
house in the smelliest, rottenest slum sec- 
tion of Philly. It was right next door to a 
grimy-looking coal yard in which dad pre- 
tended to work nightly as a watchman in 
salary and the 


man who 


exchange for a miserable 
rent-free shack. 

I never dared invite any of the kids from 
the neighborhood or any of the kids from 
school, some of whom lived in much better 
circumstances, to come to my house. I was 
always ashamed of 
Dad’s grumping and Ma’s griping. 

The only kind thoughts I had of Dad 
came to me after he died. complaining to 
the last. I was fifteen years old then but 
my bitterness had made me older and very 
determined. I thought I was big enough to 
quit School and try to get a piece of a job, 
so mother could still 


its shabbiness and 


maybe in a factory, 
have some means of support. She was al- 
ways ailing and I had great qualms when 
she ordered me to stick to my schooling 
while she doggedly went out and did house- 
work for well-to-do, but stingy white folks. 

Dad’s death seemed to have put some 
new spark and purpose into my mother’s 
life. 

“You're an 
Mom told me. 


exceptional child, Eva,” 
“You’ve always been smart 
in school and, not only that, you have a 
wonderful imagination. The little stories 
and poems you've been writing around this 
God-forsaken house have been a great con- 
solation to your mother. They make me 
believe you’re going to grow up to be 
great writer some day. I want you to have 
all the education you can get.” 

Mom’s sheer courage, as she beat back 
her tired, sickly spells to scrub floors and 
wash dishes for nagging, penny-pinching 
madams, kept me in a constant state of 
growing adoration for her. I was only 
ashamed that it was for me she was mak- 
ing the daily sacrifice. There was one way 
I could repay her—by putting heart and 
soul into my school work. I got a grim 
satisfaction out of the top grades I made 
in high school, grades which led to my 
earning a scholarship to Penn State. 

I got another satisfaction out of my 
scholarly prowess. It was a sort of negative 
satisfaction. It didn’t give me sheer happi- 
ness, but a sense of arrogant triumph over 
students so much better dressed than I, 
students who didn’t have to be ashamed as 
I was of coming from the wrong side of 
the tracks. 


I fought with the only weapons I had: 
my determination to make good and my 
innate writing skill. I wrote sloppily senti- 
mental poems about imagined loves and 
hoarded dreams. They came out of my im- 
agination and my longing. At least once, 
I had the thrill of winning a big, beautiful 
bronze medallion and a volume of Walt 
Whitman’s works when I was judged first 
in a poetry contest at Penn State. 

Winning the poetry contest marked the 
beginning of my sensational literary career 
at college. I was only a freshman at the 
time and had scored over some of the well- 
established literary lights in the upper 
classes. Encouraged by my triumph, I vol- 
unteered for the staff of the school weekly 
and monthly literary magazine. I worked 

hard at this as I did on my studies. 

Ever since I I've had a 
punishing, relentless drive about anything 
I did. I was determined to become the star 
reporter on the weekly newspaper. I was 
determined to become the top editor of the 


can remember 


magazine. In my junior year I had accom- 
plished both. My 
and highly respected on campus. 

With this recognition came an attempt 
on the part of the social big-shots of the 
me socially. 


name was well-known 


student body to acknowledge 
With it also came an increasing number of 
invitations and an increasing amount of 
attention from some of the most popular 
and desirable fellows at Penn. 

They didn’t want me—Eva Cole—for 
myself. They wanted to include me in their 
exclusive little circle because I had be- 
come important on the campus and their 
narrow little ego made them feel they 
weren't as superior if they left anyone out 
who had anything of a name or reputation. 

I hated them and everything they stood 
for. At the same time I wanted everything 
I would earn it some day, too, 
make 


they had. 
and then I would make them pay, 
them respect and fear me. 
Crowning point of my college career was 
my selection as editor-in-chief of the se- 
nior class book. The editor-in-chief was 
customarily chosen by a large committee 
of faculty and student members. The 
choice had to be unanimous. There were a 


number of candidates who rated high so- 
cially and scholastically. I was thrilled 


when my name was announced. 
social which I 
Being so outstanding in 


There was one event 
could not ignore. 
my senior class, it would have seemed 
ridiculous for me not to attend the senior 
prom. Then, too, Mom insisted that I cer- 
tainly deserved some break in my hard 
schedule. I was almost afraid that the neg- 
ative attitude I had maintained would pre- 
vent my receiving any bids. But, to my 
relief, a number of very eligible young men 
The most flattering of these 
came from one of the most 
sought-after fellows at Penn. 

Jesse Radcliffe was the son of one of 
Philadelphia’s—and the nation’s—most 
attorneys. His family was 


invited me. 
invitations 


distinguished 
wealthy and high-placed. Jesse was a per- 
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sonable. very charming fellow. We had done 
a deal of work together on the senior book. 
He had always been friendly. I had al- 
ways kept him at his distance. 

Jesse seemed overjoyed when I accepted 
his bid. 

That was the first night in all the long 
high school and college grind when I let 
my hair down, let myself go and felt like 

human being. Mom, who was an accom- 
plished seamstress. had put many hours 
and much love into making a gown for me 
which had all the dream quality of the 
creation Cinderella wore to the ball. 

Jesse. in his formal clothes, certainly 
looked the part of the Fairy Prince Charm- 
ing. Somewhere in the glamor and glow 
of the soft lights, the mood music and the 
infectious happiness of the night, I found 
within myself the person I never dreamed 
existed, the person I had never dared set 
free. 

I was made for this, too—for color. ex- 
citement and fun. Not just for drudgery 
and dogged work and loneliness. I told my- 
self as I danced in Jesse’s arms. There is 
nothing beautiful about me. I am slightly 
more than average attractive. But that night 
I was beautiful. For there was a soft spell 
upon me; a spell which completely cap- 
tivated and enchanted me. 

I. in turn, enchanted Jesse. 

“Eva. I’ve always known you were a 
pretty girl.” he whispered as we waltzed. 
‘But tonight, you are downright gorgeous. 
I wouldn’t change partners with any fel- 
low in the room.” 

I had no intention, regardless of how 
wonderful the prom was, of continuing my 
friendship with Jesse. For he belonged on 
the other side of the tracks—the right side. 
No matter how nice he was, he was one of 
the society class of people. the snob ele- 
ment which I so despised. But my heart 
betrayed my mind that night as he drove 
me home and talked earnestly. 

In spite of everything else, I had to ad- 
mit that I liked him a great deal. He 
seemed so down-to-earth, not at all con- 
scious of his family background or wealth. 
I was terribly touched when he turned to 
me as the car motor purred quietly in front 
of my house and said: 

“Eva, you don’t know what it’s meant to 
me. your letting me take you out tonight. 
I guess I’m kind of spoiled about one thing. 
I like people and because I do, I always 
expect them to like me back. I never could 
understand what was wrong with me that 
you acted so resentful when I tried to be 
friendly. I guess it sort of gave me an in- 
feriority complex. But, even if I don’t get 
another break, [ll be able to remember 
this wonderful night with you.” 

In the darkness I stared at Jesse in dis- 
belief. A second ago, I had climbed down 
off my pretty pink cloud as his expensive 
roadster had nosed its way into my shabby 
street. I had been almost covered with 
shame at the thought of his bringing Cin- 
derella back to her scullery. But in the 
sincerity of his voice, the shining adora- 
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tion in his eyes I gathered that my back- 
ground, my shabby home meant nothing to 
Jesse; that he truly liked me. Before I 
realized what I was saying I had answered 
impulsively: 

“It doesn’t have to be the last time, 
Jesse. Not if you don’t want it to be.” 

“You mean it, Eva?” he asked happily. 
“May I call you this week-end? Maybe 
Friday night.” 


“Of course, Jesse,” I promised. 


N THE NEXT FEW days how I regret- 

ted that promise. I’d been a silly girl, 
carried away by a fantastic dream, losing 
all the sensible balance it had taken years 
to acquire. Scores of times I rehearsed the 
friendly but firm speech I would make 
when Jesse called. I would make an ex- 
cuse for not seeing him again. I couldn’t 
think of hurting him but I would let him 
know that I had returned to my senses. 
After all, he must be intelligent enough to 
realize that we belonged to two different 
worlds as far apart as the poles. 

But when Jesse called, all my resistance 
melted at the sound of his voice. Yes, I 
said, he could take me to a movie that 
night. Yes. Eight o’clock 

I was almost frightened at my excite- 
ment about the date, about seeing Jesse 
again. Oh, I was slipping all right, build- 
ing myself up for a terrible let-down. To- 
night wouldn’t be like the senior prom. It 
would be a plain date, stripped of all 
glamor and tinsel. I would know—and 
Jesse would, too—that there was no point 
to our friendship; that there could never 
be. 

It didn’t happen like that. What hap- 
pened was that I enjoyed Jesse’s company 
even more thoroughly than before. I be- 
came more impressed with his realness, 
his earnestness about his liking for me. 

When he held my hand in the movies, 
I didn’t protest. 

When he switched off the motor of his 
car in front of my house, turned to me, his 
arm going about me, drawing me to him, 
my breath almost stopped, my heart pound- 
ed shamefully and I found myself giving 
eager, wild response to the tender wonder 
of his kiss. 

We sat in the dark car there for a long 
time, dreaming, talking softly, acting as 
though we’d been keeping company for a 
long while. It was so restful being with 
Jesse, so right-seeming to be held in his 
arms, to hear him plead: 

“Be my girl, Eva. My very own. I think 
I’ve loved you ever since the first day, even 
though I never thought you’d give me a 
tumble.” 

“Don’t make me answer now, Jesse?” I 
begged. “Let’s wait and see. Let’s be sure.” 

“Tll call you tomorrow,” Jesse urged. 
“You tell me tomorrow.” 

He left me then. But it was Jesse in my 
dreams, Jesse in the shining excitement of 
my eyes the next day, Jesse in the exciting 
racing of my heart. When he called, I told 


him I would be his girl. We made another 
weekend date. 

But confusion and fear gripped me be- 
fore I saw him the next time. I became so 
horribly mixed up that I sat down at the 
kitchen table one night and wrote him a 
long, sad letter. I told Jesse frankly what 
was in my heart; that our going together 
would only be a joke; that our back- 
grounds were as far removed from each 
other as they could possibly be; that his 
crowd would never really accept me and 
that I could never accept their snobbery 
and false standards. I begged him not to 
call or try to see me. 

Jesse’s reaction to my letter overwhelmed 
me and made me feel that I had been a 
perfect fool to doubt him. The minute he 
received my note, he got in his car and 
drove to my house. He was no longer the 
gentle, pleading lover he had been. I 
opened the door and he stormed in, my 
letter in his hand, his eyes lit with a 
strangely compelling fire. 

“Look, Eva.” he told me, gripping me 
roughly by the hand. “I brought this stu- 
pid, childish letter back to you so you can 
apologize to me and you for writing it— 
apologize by tearing it into the tiniest bits 
possible. 

“You little fool. What has background 
and the neighborhood you or I live in got 
to do with love? I love you, see. If you 
don’t love me, then say so and I'll be on 
my way. But if you do. then get all those 
silly, old-fashioned ideas out of your head.” 

Before I could recover enough to say a 
word, he had snatched me to him, right 
there in broad daylight, in the hallway 
with the open door behind us. His arms 
were around me tightly. His lips crushed 
mine and we stood there, locked in a slow- 
swaying embrace against which I had not 
the slightest resistance. 

“Oh, Jesse,” I sobbed when he released 
me gently. 

“That’s better,” he said grimly. Then, 
handing me the letter, he commanded. 
“Now tear it up.” 

I obeyed. 

Three weeks later, Jesse gave me an ex- 
quisite engagement ring. 

Mother was overjoyed. She had adored 
Jesse from the first time she met him. He 
treated her as if she were something 
precious because she was my mother and 
he always seemed totally unaware of the 
shoddy, poverty-stricken surroundings 
when he was at our home. 

I was a changed person. Mother said I 
had grown prettier. 

“It happens when you’re in love, dear, 
she confided blissfully. 

But one day mother asked me an inno- 
cent question which started me thinking. 
It was only two weeks after we’d become 


” 


engaged. 

“What are Jesse’s parents like, Eva?” 
she wanted to know. Both of us had often 
seen the society page pictures of Jesse’s 
distinguishedly graying dad and his tall, 
regal mother. 
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The question dropped like a destroying 
bombshell into the midst of my_ blissful 
dreaming. I began to wonder why Jesse 
had never taken me home to meet his par- 
ents. especially after we'd decided to get 
married. Was he ashamed of me? 

One night. as we were sitting in my 
living room. I said in what I hoped was a 
casual manner: 

“Jesse. what do your parents think about 
our getting married?” 

I thought I saw a cloud come across 
his face. 

“T haven’t told them yet, Eva.” he said 
painfully. There was an awkward moment 
of silence. He filled it in slowly. “I know 
they'll love, you, darling. But—it’s just 
that—well, you see. they have some silly 
idea about my going to Europe before I 
get married and settle down. It’s been a 
long-range plan with them and—well, Eva, 
I have to wait until the right minute to 
break the news.” 

“T understand. Jesse,” I said slowly. 

“No, you don’t. darling.” he declared in 
a disturbed tone. “Don’t worry. sweetheart. 
Everything’s going to turn out all right.” 

I burst into tears. Jesse talked to me, 
pleaded with me. Finally. desperation 
at my tears, he promised to tell his folks 
that night. 

That made me feel better but a small 
warning, worrying premonition had lodged 
within me and kept growing. I didn’t see 
Jesse for three days. He didn’t call. And 
one evening when I was sitting upstairs in 
the front room. looking listlessly out of the 
window, I saw a handsome Cadillac draw 
up splendidly in front of the door. 

Curiously, I watched a perfectly groomed 
woman alight. She looked up and down 
the street. Her gaze went over our house 
and she came to the front door and rang 
the bell. I froze. sitting there, couldn’t get 
up to answer. I heard Mother go to the 
door. 

“Good evening. Are you Mrs. Cole?” 
The voice was pleasant but like that of a 
duchess being kind to her maid. “I’m Mrs. 
Jessie Radcliffe.” 

Noiselessly, I stole to the head of the 
steps—to listen. 

I died a thousand deaths during that 
never-to-be-forgotten conversation. Mrs. 
Radcliffe came right to the point. She un- 
derstood that her son was a frequent visitor 
at our home; that Jesse and I had some 
silly idea about marriage in the near fu- 
ture. 

Of course. Mrs. Cole realized that we 
were both too young to take such an am- 
bitious step and that we hadn’t really 
known each other long enough. For a long 
time Jesse’s mother and father had made 
great plans about Jesse’s career. she told 
mother. They didn’t approve of his getting 
married now. 

Mom was on her dignity, a quiet but 
admirable dignity. 

“Let’s be frank with each other, Mrs. 
Radcliffe,” “Isn’t it that you 
think your boy is too good for my daugh- 
ter?” 


she suggested. 


“My dear, how utterly absurd. I haven't 
even met the girl.” the visitor answered, 
“I’m sure she’s a very sweet child. But 
Jesse’s father and I have talked with him 
and he himself admits that it might be the 
best thing if he were to wait a while before 
taking this momentous step. We’re sending 
him on his European trip almost imme- 
diately. 

“We felt that it would be much less 
painful and more sensible if you and I as 
parents discussed this. I told Jesse that if 
he came here to talk to your daughter 
about it. both of them might allow their 
emotions to outrule common sense.” 

I don’t know what mother’s answer was 
to that. I only know that some deep inner 
pride. some instinct of quiet fury made me 
rise from my crouching. listening position, 
I went slowly down the steps. walked 
slowly through the hall into the living room 
and faced my distraught mother and the 
astonished Mrs. Radcliffe. 

“How do you do, Mrs. Radcliffe,” I said. 
My voice was like an icicle. couldn't 
help overhearing your remarks.” I twisted 
Jesse’s ring off my finger. “I want you to 
forgive me—and ask Jesse to forgive me— 
for my foolish hope that he was an indi- 
vidual with his own backbone and his own 
guts. Would you like to give him this ring 
back for me and tell him that it really 
never fit me right?” 

[ virtually threw the ring at Jesse’s 
mother, whirled and ran up the steps to 
huddle up sobbing heartbrokenly on my 
bed. 

[ heard mother’s angry words as Mrs. 
Radcliffe left. I heard mother’s tired steps 
on the stairs. She came into the room and 
sat down on my bed. She held my head in 
her lap and rocked slowly back and forth. 
not saying a word. 

We never mentioned Jesse’s name again. 
mother or I. There was a picture in the 
papers a few days later. a picture of Jesse 
leaving for Europe. His mother and father 
were in the picture and a girl—a pretty, 
fashionable-looking girl who was wishing 
him bon voyage. 

[ kept my aching heart sternly under 
control. ('d forget Jesse eventually. I vowed. 
But | wondered whether I could ever forget 
the cruel way it all ended. I wondered 
whether I'd ever conquer the pure mean- 
ness which began its re-growth in my soul. 

I never did. It was that meanness and 
my need to forget that started me off again. 
driving hard. working almost inhumanly to 
regain my lost ego and my lost sense of 
balance about the high and mighty phonies 
of society. 

First and foremost, I had to have a job. 
Not an ordinary job. A job with a tremen- 
dous future. A job which would carry me 
along the paths of literary accomplish- 
ment. At first. I considered leaving town, 
trying my luck in New York. But there was 
mother. There was also my vow to show 
the people in Philadelphia what I could 
do. L applied for a job on the SENTINEL. 


It was the town’s leading Negro weekly. 
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The editor was polite and kind. But he was 
not impressed by my scrapbook of college- 
written poems, stories and newspaper ar- 
ticles. He asked if I had any stenographic 
experience. 

Nothing was going to stop me. I walked 
out of the editor’s office. I asked a switch- 
board operator for the name of the 


lisher. Arthur Wilson, they told me. 


pub- 


Poulin DAYS LATER I was back at the 
SENTINEL office. I was there before 
I stood front of the door- 
way as if I were waiting for a bus. I had 
looked up Mr. Wilson’s picture in Philly’s 
Who’s Who. After I had waited an hour 
and after scores of employees had gone 
into the building. a new Buick drew up in 
front of the building. Arthur Wilson got 
out and his chauffeur pulled off. 

“Mr. Wilson.” I said. walking over to 
him. “I’m Eva Cole and you’ve got to let 
me work for you. Please don’t send me to 
see your editor. I’ve already seen him and 
he doesn’t think I can make it as a re- 
porter. But I know [’'m good and I never 
give up. That’s why you'll never regret it 
if you give me a chance.” 

The words had come out in a rush and 
I waited breathlessly. Mr. Wilson stared at 
me. at first, as if he doubted my sanity. 
Then he burst out laughing and put his 
arm around my shoulder, 

“Come into my office, 
said. 

We talked for ten minutes, Mr. Wilson’s 


his clever questions 


nine o'clock. 


Miss Cole,” he 


eyes boring into me, 
opening up my secret thoughts. Finally he 
stood. 

“This is going to make 
angry,” he said. “But I like you 
young lady, and I’m going to give you a 
You won't get much 


3radshaw very 
nerve, 


chance as a reporter. 
money. You'll have impossible hours. But 
if you’re good, you can go almost anywhere 
in this organization.” 

I reported to Mr. Bradshaw, the editor. 
He was quite angry that I had gone over 
his head. He led the parade in the office of 
putting me through the mill. He gave me 
the toughest, most impossible assignments. 
That was what I wanted. I never fell down 
on the job once. Then he tried giving me 
silly assignments. insignificant. 
ing tasks to do. I never complained. I was 
unpopular in the office. I didn’t socialize 
with anyone. I didn’t ask for anyone’s help. 
I just worked and gave all I had. Mr. Brad- 
shaw watched. And Mr. Wilson watched. 

I got a substantial raise after the first 
year. 

But best of all, Mr. Bradshaw called me 
into his office, shook hands with me and 
said, 

“Eva, you’ve got what it 
good and I’ve got what it takes to admit it. 
Let’s call off the feud.” 

He became my strongest friend 
office. 

That was five years ago. In those five 
years I made strides on the SENTINEL 
which earned me a profile story in one of 
In those five 


pride-hurt- 


takes to be 


in the 


the big national magazines. 
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years I came from reporter to the position 
of society editor with an admirable salary, 
a secretary, an expense account and the 
most widely-read column in Philly’s Negro 
press. With Mr. Bradshaw’s help, I got to 
know the right people who could tip me off 
to the secrets and the scandals in the lives 
of Philly’s top-drawer citizens. There 
wasn’t a social event in town to which | 
wasn’t invited. 

There wasn’t a prominent man or woman 
who didn’t know and fear or respect my 
I made acquaintances and contacts, 
But I made no friends. I had no loyalty to 
but Mr. Wilson and my editor. | 
called my shots accurately. I had mercy 
I knew I was heartily hated. 
But it didn’t matter because I was power- 
ful. 

The greatest thrill of all was making a 
down payment on a beautiful home in one 
of Philly’s finest sections and moving 
mother in, giving her every comfort. 


name. 
anyone 


on no one, 


“I’m so happy, Eva, and so proud.” she 
kept saying. “But are you happy? .. . 

No. I wasn’t happy. I had to keep work- 
ing constantly to keep from feeling the 
loneliness in my life, to keep from letting 
it get the best of me. It never did until 
TODAY—today when John Adams came 
to see me not because I had held him and 
his cheating wife up to ridicule in my col- 
but because he wanted to meet an 
unhappy, bitter woman whose column he’d 
been reading for two years. 


umn, 


Getting on my street clothes to go home, 
I tried to decide what I would do this eve- 
Normally, there was no problem. | 
working on a novel, two magazine 
pieces. But I didn’t feel in the mood for 
work now. Something John Adams had 
done to me had destroyed my ambition. | 
some escape, some relaxation. | 
knew. I'd phone mother, tell her we’d have 
dinner out and that I’d take her for a long 
drive. I'd done that every once in a while 
and it gave her so much pleasure. I dialed 
the number. 


ning. 
was 


needed 


The telephone rang four, five times. | 
frowned. Mother was getting older, her 
step slower. But she always answered by 
the third ring. She never went out. I let it 
ring some more. I hung up and dialed 
again. I must have dialed wrong the first 
time. Still no answer. 

An unreasoningly wild pounding began 
in my heart. I walked rapidly out of my 
office, locked the door, took the elevator 
downstairs and got my car out of the park- 
ing lot. All the way home, driving faster 
than usual, I had an oppressed feeling. At 
home I put my key in the door, called: 
“Mother.” 

The house was terribly silent. 

I ran upstairs to her room. She was 
asleep in bed. Why was she sleeping s° 
I went over to tuck the covers 
higher over her body. I touched her fore- 
head with my lips. Her forehead was cold 
and clammy. She was dead. I shrieked, fell 
in a heap on the floor, crying. crying. A 


soundly ? 
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little later I recovered enough to go to the 
phone. 

In the dull days after the funeral I 
membered most one brief note. 

It had been from John Adams. 

“Dear Miss Cole.” it read. 
sorry.” 

That was all. 
bered. 

About a week after the services, 
at home, trying to read, trying to compose 
myself, trying to get back to work, to face 
life again. I had been trying and I was be- 
ginning to get frantic, wondering if I'd be 
able to make it. The phone rang. 

“John Adams,” the 
“May I come by to see you?” 

I hated condolence calls, sympathy calls. 
I wanted to forget death, not to remember 
it. Without thinking of how ungracious it 
sounded, I asked: “Why?” 

“Because I’m feeling blue 
said. “And I'd like to see you. 

“Of course. Mr. Adams,” I 


: 9 
sorry I was so discourteous. 


“I’m _ so 
But it was all I remem- 


I was 


strong voice said. 


today.” he 
That’s all.” 
said. “I’m 
“No matter.” he answered. 

His car appeared 
fifteen minutes later. 


front of the door 


“I’m presuming on a very short acquaint- 


os , : 
ance,” he apologized as he came in the 
door, handed me a small, square box. 


There was a lovely orchid inside. 


Suddenly, I was glad for his company. 


Suddenly, we were talking, relaxed and 
comfortable like old friends. I mixed mar- 
tinis, insisted that he stay for dinner. We 


listened to some of favorite records. 
They were his favorite. 

I don’t know 
around to his wife and the coming divorce. 
I know only that I heard him speak of how 
thoroughly he loved her, how shallow her 
how hard he’d fought to 


my 
too. 


how the conversation got 


love was for him. 
change her, to give her tenderness and for- 
giveness when she went on her frequent 
paths of straying from faithlessness to him. 
He still loved her. 
to have to give her up. to admit defeat. 


But now, he was going 


John Adams was a friend. He wanted to 
be my friend. Realizing that made 
realize also that the greatest tragedy about 
my life was that I had no friends. 


me 


“I'd like to see you more often—just as 


a friend,” he said. as he rose to go. 

John and I did see each other often. He 
had my complete confidence and I got a 
great relief out of telling him the story of 
my life. It came not deliberately in 


one session, but bit by bit, pieced together 


out, 


as we sat in my living room. listening to 
music or sipping martinis. We 
fortable together like two well-used shoes. 


grew com- 


NE DAY JOHN CAME unannounced. 

Without even taking off his hat and 
coat, he stood in the hallway, holding my 
hand, looking into my eyes. 

“I can’t be a hypocrite any more, Eva,” 
I’ve come to tell you 
what made me come to your office the first 
day, what has brought me back to see you 
constantly. | friend, a very dear 


he told me sincerely. “ 


have a 


friend, who is as unhappy as you or me. 
He was with me the day I read your col- 
umn which talked about Lucille cheating 
on me. I asked this friend if he could un- 
derstand what could make anyone so un- 
happy and bitter as to keep writing such 
things about people. My friend told me 
that he thought he knew why.” 

“What did he say?” I asked breath- 
lessly. 

“He said he thought he was greatly to 
blame for He said he 
wished he knew how he could prove to you 


your unhappiness. 


how wrong he was.” 
“Your friend knows me?” I asked, per- 
92 


plexed. “How could he be to blame... .? 

John held my shoulders gently. 

“His name is Jesse Radcliffe, sweet. He 
knows you, and still loves He’s 
been back from Europe for several weeks. 
It’s been kept very quiet. He 
But he thinks you hate him. 


yes, you. 
wants to 
come to you. 
Do you?” 


I felt the tears rising. I felt the old 
heart-pounding. 
“Oh, no. John. No.” 


“I must tell you this,” John said. “I’ve 
been getting to know you because I prom- 
I'd find out how you felt about 
you were willing to forgive 
But in the course of 


ised Jesse 
him, whether 
and accept him now. 


doing so. I’ve begun to feel like another 
John—John Alden, who asked Pocahon- 
tas to marry his friend, Captain Smith. 


I've wanted to speak for myself. But, Eva, 
don’t you?” 
John,” I said. “But 
I'll never stop thanking God for you and 
me.” 


love Jesse. 


Yes, I love Jesse. 
what you’ve meant to 
Gently John kissed my cheek. 
“Jesse’s waiting, Eva,” he said. 
ing to get him and bring him back to you. 
I told him that I would have to find out 
which of us it was before I returned to 
him. 


“I’m go- 


Go sit down and close your eyes and 
in ten minutes he'll be here.” 

I only wish mother could have lived to 
see that reunion—Jesse and me. We sobbed 
in each other’s We couldn’t get 
enough of each other’s lips. Our love had 
beyond suffering and bit- 


arms. 


come full circle 
terness for both of us. 

I forgave him for not being man enough 
to face me after his parents objected to 
our engagement. 

He forgave me for letting my heart be- 
come so flooded with hatred against what 
I had called his that my 
bitterness and cruelty were almost on a 
level with the selfish blindness of his own 
parents, 

Jesse’s parents are resigned to our mar- 
riage. It have mattered if they 
were or for Jesse knows his own 
mind. 
social events of 
write the story myself. I’ve 
the SENTINEL. I’m through being mean 
and evil. I want to be as forgiving and un- 


“class” sins of 


wouldn't 
not now, 
The marriage will be one of the big 
the season. No, I won’t 
resigned from 


selfish as the man who’s going to be best 
man at the wedding, our true friend—John 
Adams, 


THE END 
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little glad that a girl as beautiful and gay 
and desirable as she had managed to stay 
single until I came along. I don’t know 
what I would have done if she had been 
married, because like I said, the minute 
I saw her, I knew this was sure enough it! 

And so one night after Diana had been 
’ fm in town a couple of weeks I talked Jack 
[oe out of his car, because this night I just 
wanted to get lost somewhere with my girl. 





‘T WwW o-Timing 
Wife 






(Continued from Page 18) 
ter with you? You don’t like the com- I had things on my mind that needed the 
Th dei ; old scenery like a big fat moon from a 
Like the company?” I repeated slowly. _ hilltop or some place. 
idy, I’m crazy about it!” Jack looked at me out of the corner of 

k let out a whoop and turned all the his eye, tossed the car keys in my lap. 

around, leaned over the back of the “You haven’t asked me, but I’m giving 

“What say. man? How about my boy it anyway. Our little girl is real great com- 
etting on time already!” But just as pany, Bill, but I would slow down, way 
denly as he started talking he shut up down, before I started any trek to the 


ist! The look on my face told him this altar . . .” 
no time for comedy. Man, I was real I rose slowly to my feet. shoved my face 
is! up close to Jack’s. “I don’t give a damn 
more I saw of Diana—which was what you would do. Get it?” 
about every night—the more in love I “Ok, Ok,” he stuttered, backing away. 
[he girl just got way deep down in- “Don’t worry,” I flung over my shoulder. 
my skin and I couldn’t have gotten What’s the matter with him, I thought 


out if I tried. Diana had been around as I jammed the car into gear. Jealous or 
| found this out early—but somehow it something? Great buddy! Practically gos- 
n’t matter. In fact, it even made me a __ siping about my girl... . 
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UT WHEN I SAW Diana sitting on the 
front steps, waiting for me to pick her 
up, saw that sweet smile, felt the warm 
little hand nestle in mine on the drive oy 
to the lake, I forgot all about Jack. With 
Diana beside me I just forgot everything 
except her precious nearness. 
We parked on the very crest of the hill, 
and when she glimpsed the pale yellow 
moonlight sprinkled like bits of golden 
confetti on the smooth bosom of the lake. 
Diana laughed like a happy child in fairy. 
land. I think that was one of the qualities 
about her that always fascinated me—on 
the one hand she had that wise, knowing 
way with men, the smooth, expert kiss, 
the intimate little ways of nibbling at the 
ear lobe, scratching softly at the back of 
the neck until a man could go crazy—and 
on the other hand she could be so charm. 
ingly child-like in the way she reacted to 
some sudden surprise, some unexpected 
trifle of a gift, some small pleasure that 
most women wouldn’t even notice. 

It’s awfully hard to reconcile two such 
different personality traits in one woman— 
and sometimes now I wonder whether 
Diana was really at fault for what eventual- 
ly happened. Perhaps the fault was really 
mine after all for loving too well. for try- 
ing to capture and cage a sunbeam. ... 

But when she leaned across me. with 
that little squeal of delight, and I felt the 
soft, exciting pressure of her body across 
my chest, the very earth began to shake 
under my feet. In one swift motion I was 
out of the car, dragging Diana after me. 
pulling her into my arms, bruising her 
eager mouth with hungry kisses that only 
seemed to whet the painful edge of my de- 
sire. I heard, as from a great distance, the 
small whimpering sounds she made as she 
turned and twisted in my arms, seeking to 
press ever closer, closer against me, trem- 
bling as my fingers ran blindly over her 
body, telling me through half-closed eyes 
and parted lips that she belonged to me. 

From then on, all the earth and sky 
seemed to close in around us like a giant 
star-studded tent, cutting us off from the 
world, shielding the flame of our passion 
as it mounted ever higher, soaring toward 
the heavens with the breath-taking bril- 
liance of a roman candle, up and on and 
on, until I felt I must die from the sheer 
ecstasy. And then the candle burst, and 
we lay locked in each other’s arms, at peace. 
in the shower of sparks drifting slowly, 
slowly back to earth... . 

Diana was strangely quiet on the drive 
back to town, and after we had gone a 
couple of miles I glanced down at the curly 
head resting on my shoulder and whis 
pered, “Asleep, Diana?” 

“Mmm-mmm.” 

“What's that supposed to mean?” I asked, 
smiling to myself. She was such a little kid. 





“Diana,” I went on, “you know I’m crazy 
about you. When will you marry me?” 

The head moved ever so slightly on my 
shoulder, the voice so soft and sleepy. “Oh, 
I don’t know. Tomorrow, I guess . . .” 
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Tomorrow! My heart jumped so hard I 
could scarcely breathe! Tomorrow! How 
lucky could a poor guy get! This was too 
wonderful. And because there was nothing 
else to do, I pulled the car off to the side 
of the road, reached for Diana and kissed 
her as though I could never stop. 
Three days later we were married. 
neither Diana nor I had any folks. 
parents moved in and arranged for the 
ceremony at their pastor’s home with a big 
I was 


Since 


Fay’s 


reception afterwards at Fay’s house. 
nervous as a cat, and if it hadn’t been for 
Jack there to fix my tie and look after the 
ring. I don’t think I could have made 
The reception was noisy and gay and 
the champagne punch flowed from a never- 
dry All the gang from the plant 
was there, with their wives and girl friends, 


faucet. 


and everybody was having a real ball. Be- 
cause it was Friday and they had two days 
to get out from under a hangover. every- 
body tried to see how big a load he could 
hang on. I thought they would never leave 
—but Diana was having the most fun of 
all! 

It’s really OK, I told myself, the bride 
is supposed to have fun just like everybody 
else—but it wasn’t until Jack said what 
he did that I got mad. 

I was back in the kitchen rinsing out 
punch cups, when Jack came in. propped 
a chair against the wall, watched me quiet- 
ly for a minute. 

“How’s married life, 
softly. 

I looked around to see if he was kidding. 
His face was a dead-pan. I laughed shortly. 
“It’s too great, Just great!” 

6 eh il 

What’s eating this guy, I thought? He 
doesn’t look drunk. Is he trying to be funny 
or something? But there suddenly 
the little twitch in the pit of my stomach 
that I never liked. 
a big heap of trouble for somebody. It was 


man?” he asked 


boy. 


came 
because it always meant 


my own private warning signal that I was 
about to blow my cap. The last time I had 
it was that day Jack tried to tell me some- 
thing about Diana... . 

“Where’s Diana, Bill?” 
same low tone. 

“Where is she? I don’t know 
All 
what was going on. 
ed to get Diana and go home 
little kitchenette I had found for us and 
be alone, completely alone with my wife. 
But I knew I would stick it out until she 
was ready to leave—and it didn’t help to 


he in that 


said 


Somewhere 
I didn’t like 


I was tired and I want- 


around—why ?” once 


to the COZY 


have some guy sitting around making cryp- 
tic remarks about married life and where 
The twitch in my 
grew into a hard little knot. 

Jack 


nothing to me where she is. 


is your wife! stomach 
put a match to his cigarette. “It’s 
Bill. But it 
should mean something to you.” 

I put the last cup down very carefully, 
dried my hands. and turned to face Jack 

‘Like what?” I felt myself getting hot 
under the collar. Whatever he 
at might as well come out now. 


was hinting 


Because 


Jack or nobody else was going to get away 
with any sly insinuations about Diana... 

“Now take it easy, Bill,” came 
over and laid one hand on my shoulder. I 
shook it off roughly. “I’m talking to you 
hecause I consider myself your best friend. 
You're nuts if you think I enjoy telling a 


he got up, 


man that his bride is out on the porch 
hugging and kissing another guy!” 
Of course that was the match set to the 


dynamite fuse and I went all to pieces! It 
was a lie—a damned foul lie! I must have 
hit Jack with the kitchen 
when the rest of them piled into the kitchen 


he was still sprawled grotesquely on the 
| : I 


stove because 


floor, and I crouched over him, my fist 
clenched ready to batter his face in as 
soon as I saw some flickering of life and 


knew he would feel 

The rest of that night is a foggy blur in 
my mind. filled with wild Setecanditaat in 
which Diane’s passion flamed like an un- 
fire. Yet in 
when I was on the verge 


quenchable our moments of 


respite, of slipping 
off into the depths of an exhausted sleep 
I would hear again as through the wrong 
end of the telephone Jack’s voice, “It 
should mean something to you... kissing 
another man...” 

Then I would reach out desperately-draw- 
body in 


I told 


could 


Diana’s slim. vibrant 
for comfort and reassurance. 
that whatever happened, I 
as long as Diana belonged exclu- 
The trouble would only come 


I found out otherwise! 


ing young 
closer 
myself 


make 


sively to me. 


time | 
right 


THE 
that 
night I got home 


FIRST 
all 


about half an hour 


| THINK began to 
suspect was the 


early 


wasn’t 


and found Diana in nothing but a sheer 
little negligee racing around the apartment 


ashtrays. opening windows to 
clear out liquor fumes. 
She was in the kitchen when I let 
in. and I could tell by the quick flash of 


shock and then fear that flitted across her 


emptying 
glasses. 


washing 
myself 


face that she was genuinely surprised to 
see me. 

“Hey. girl.” I shouted. sweeping her up 
in my arms and letting my hands rove 
over the soft curves. scarcely hidden by 
the thin stuff of the robe. As usual, I was 
so excited at just seeing Diana. I really 


didn’t pay too much attention to the apart- 
ment or what had on—at first. But 
when we finally broke the big clinch, and 
I glanced quickly around the room and 
then back to Diana. I was naturally curious. 

“What's been on?” I asked jok- 
“party or something?” 

fumbled 
spilling ashes all over the 
she answered too quickly. “not a 
in the building 


she 


going 
ingly, 
with a tray, 
floor. 


Diana nervously 
nearly 
“No.” 
party. A 
dropped by for cocktails this afternoon— 


few of the girls 
and I didn’t expect you so early—” 

“You entertained the girls in that outfit? 
It’s a good thing none of their husbands 
dropped in, too!” I expected Diana to join 
me in a good laugh, but instead she sort 


of wet her lips nervously and the words 
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MAKE EASY 7-DAY TEST 


See for yourself in your own mirror in 7 days or less these 
improvements. New hair appearance of beauty, lustre, softer, 
smoother, glorious. That so often leads to Love and Romance. 


SEND NO MONEY— Guaranteed 


Just try the Juelene System on your hair 7 days. Then let 
your mirror prove the thrilling results. JUELENE comes in P 
Forms. 1 Pomade ()Liquid. Send for it today! C. 

$1. plus shipping, Government charges. (Triple Size $2.) It ‘s 
fully guaranteed. Money back if not delighted. Order now! 


JUEL CO., 1735 W. Sth St., Dept.J-102, Brooklyn 23, N.Y. 
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Does your figure fit the fashion as well as your clothes? 
remarkable, new FRONT ZIPPER 


SHAPE-0-LETTE 


V nips waist V provides uplift 


V slims silhouette—like nothing else can! 


7 
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king an underfashion isn’t enough anymore 
t must be selected to give you the smooth, 
unbroken silhouette! And anyone can 
e today’s trim, tapered, pencil slim shape 
vith remarkably different SHAPE-O-LETTE. 
Just ZIP for instant FIT! No more stretching, 
1ining . . . no more cup pinching . . . no 
lges, rolls—anywhere! Powerful, all Lastex 
ion-back provides firm comfortable sup- 
port without ugly crease marks. Here is an 
enious all-in-one that is altogether the 
yn’s most daring, most exciting figure- 
. Best of all—sensationally new, wonder- 
fitting, front-zipper SHAPE-O-LETTE costs little 


re than longline bra alone! 





















1. uplift bra 
2. plunge bra 
3. waist nipper 
4. garter belt 


WHITE PINK BLUE BLACK 
A cup, 32-38 B cup, 34-40 C cup, 38-42 
Send no money! § Satisfaction Guaranteed! 


WILCO FASHIONS 60, | Dept. t. 1F221_ 








45 E. 17th St 
Please rush your Front-Zip SHAPE-O-LETTE at 5.95 
Size Ist Color Choice......2nd 
enclose $5.95. You pay postage. © Send C.0.0 
pay postage. 
EXTRA! Smooth hook 'n’ eye 
re oo " front conforms to any plunge neckline 
fone a 
Money-Back Guarantee! If not delighted, | may return in 10 daysi Adjustable straps included. 
FREE INFORMATION CHI i DI E 
U. S. and FOREIGN JOBS 
to $1500 monthly. Thousands of jobs WHO 
All trades, labor, truck drivers, clericals, WIVES WISH BABIES! 


rs, executives, engineers, etc. Women 
led. Many benefits, fare paid if hired. Send 3c stamp for information concerning simple 
travel S. America, Middle East, Africa, easy-to-follow ovulation method which has suc- 
ceeded in %ths of cases tested. 
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tumbled out too fast. “No, I didn’t enter- 
tain in this. I mean, I was trying to freshen 
up before you came home... and I stopped 
dressing to clean up the place. Oh—what 
are you trying to do—mix me up?” 

“Why, baby,” I said, immediately full of 
concern for her apparent flustration, and 
sorry that my little joke had fallen so flat, 
“You know I'm too happy for you to spend 
your time with the other women in the 
building. They’re a real nice bunch. . .” 

“Then why are you picking on me?” 

“But [’'m not, baby! Oh, come on over 
and sit on your old man’s lap and tell me 
what you’ve been doing today—” 

Diana smiled then, and the whole thing 
was over. But somehow I just couldn’t buy 
the whole story... 

A couple of days later I happened to be 
home during the morning, when the phone 
call came. We were having some repair 
work done on the machines in my depart- 
ment at the plant. and I wasn’t scheduled 
to report until noon that day. I was pretty 
grateful for the little extra rest because | 
had been putting in some fairly heavy over- 
time the past few weeks, and I didn’t 
realize how bone-tired I was. 

“What time is it, Bill?” Diana’s 
came from the kitchen. 

“Ten-thirty.” I called back. “Where’re 
you going? That’s the second time you've 
asked that in ten minutes. Got a date?” 
I teased. 

I didn’t really expect an answer. but | 
got one. Diana appeared in the kitchen 
door, hands on hips, with a look on her 
face like she could have slapped me. “If I 
did have a date you’d be the last one to 


voice 


know!” She fairly spat the words at me. 
turned sharply and slammed the kitchen 
door. 


Well—I was fairly bowled over! What 
was wrong with her? So jumpy and nerv- 
ous, so quick to take offense. I was only 
joking—and then the phone rang! 

Still puzzled, I reached over behind the 
sofa, placed the phone to my ear. 

“Hello,” I said. 

There was silence on the other end. Then 
a man’s voice, a very cautious, muffled- 
sounding man’s voice, said, “Is this 4375?” 

“Yes,” I replied. “That’s right. Who do 
you want—” but before I could finish the 
soft click on the other end told me he had 
hung up. That was funny—he had the right 
number—and then I saw Diana standing in 
the doorway again, twisting her apron as 
though she could tear it to shreds. 

“That’s funny,” I repeated aloud. “Some 
guy on the phone. Hung up.” 

Diana’s voice cracked with 
“What did he say?” 

“Nothing. Just hung up. Like he had the 
right number but the wrong person.” 

I looked at Diana sharply this time and 
saw unmistakable fear in her eyes. Fear! 
Of what? Of me? Why should she be afraid 
What had I done? Or what had she 


tension. 


of me? 
done? 

And then other little things, little trivial 
incidents that I had scarcely even noticed 
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when they happened, now crept back into 
mind like dark, slimy shadows, each 
making itself felt and and heard 
again. Like the I stood outside the 
apartment door one night, fumbling for 
my keys, and I distinctly heard Diana’s 
laughter ripple gaily through the open 
transom. 

“Oh. 
disturbingly 
“how you 


my 
seen 
time 


in that 
used at 


I heard her 
tone 


You 


Dickie.” 
seductive 


talk! 


say 
she 
times, turn a girl’s 
head!” 

But the minute the key turned in 
lock there were a few hastily 
and the phone dropped quickly back 


the 
murmured 
words, 
in the cradle. 
“Hi, darling.” 
the gleam still bright in her eyes, 
kiss for the baby?” 
“Who’s Dickie. Diana?” I asked shortly. 
“Dickie? Dickie who? Oh, 
the phone . . . I said Vickie, 
A girl in the bridge club—” 
And then she had pulled my mouth down 
to hers. and every telephone in the world 


she cried as I stepped in, 


“got a 


you mean 
not Dickie! 


was forgotten 
other memories. 
vague and dim. 


There were 
tal-clear. 


some crys- 


some An awful 


lot, it seemed, for less than a year of mar- 
riage. There was the time the strange and 


very expensive cigarette lighter fell out of 
Diana’s purse, and she said she had found 


it. It- was coincidental that the initials 
were the same as hers. 
Quitting time finally came. I was as 


had been working a 


weary as though I 
sixteen hour stretch, although my actual 


production that afternoon had been zero. 


I smiled wryly as I shut off the machine. 


Good thing we weren’t on piece work. I 
wouldn’t have made a dime. 

Jack dropped down beside me in the 
locker room, something he hadn’t done in 
a long time. “Thanks, old man.” I began 


slowly, “guess my mind wasn’t with it to- 
day—” 
“Forget it.” he replied. We both sat 


and I didn’t know how 
bitter it tasted to swallow one’s pride—but 
I did it. I had to talk to someone. Jack 
was still the best buddy I had, fight or no 
fight. 

oo ed 

“Yeah.” 

“Let’s go down to Big Mike’s for a beer.” 
That’s the kind of guy he was. 
\ wooden-head could tell I 
had trouble in mind, but in that one word 
Jack let me know he was in my corner. 


quiet for a minute. 


“Sure.” 
No questions. 


It took a couple of beers to loosen me 
up to the point where I could spill the 
whole thing. And he didn’t 
the whole time. Just toyed with his bottle 
of beer and listened while I got it off my 
chest. the suspicious little things that had 
happened, my doubts about Diana, some 
of the talk I overheard when the 
didn’t know I was listening. It all poured 
out and ran over like somebody had un- 
corked a bottle of warm ginger ale. 

When I finally let up, Jack cleared his 


throat with a nervous little cough, 


Say one word 


guys 


gazed 





off blankly across the bar. “Bill, my boy.” 
he said at last, “I’m afraid you’ve got your- 
self a lemon. A real lemon.” 

I looked at him. 
knew I had to stick it out. 
for him to tell me 


scared to death, but I 
I think it was 
almost harder than it 
was for me to listen. 

“You remember the night you borrowed 
the car, Bill? And you got tough?” 

I nodded slowly. 

“OK. You know what I wanted to tell 
I wanted to tell you to watch 
busy 


you then? 
your Jecause while you were 
Diana had already tried to 
And I 
wouldn’t have anything to do with her, be- 
you were buddy! You took a 
poke at the the reception. I 
Diana going to town with a out 
ran him 
caught 
you—but 
just isn’t 
as hard 


step. 
falling in love. 
with twice! 


be intimate me 


cause my 
me night of 
saw guy 
on the porch, and I personally 


out of there—before anybody else 
them. I know this is rough on 
it’s the truth. This town 
big enough for somebody to play 


as Diana does. and not have it get around. 


awtul 


And, Bill, I’m afraid you’re the last one 
to know!” 

“The last one to know > Diana had 
flung those words at me once a long time 
ago. How prophetic they had been! 

I walked all the way home, my mind 


of doubt 
man do 
go on 


seething in a turmoil of anxiety, 
and fear, of tension. What did a 
in a case like this? Did he 
with the marriage? Did he openly confront 
Did he just 


try to 
his wife with his suspicions? 
pack up and leave? 

Turning into my block at last, my eyes, 
through force of habit. immediately sought 
out the lamp that always burned in the 
front window. How many nights in the past 


it had seemed a beacon, warm and wel- 
coming, to guide me to my home and my 
love! The memory was like the twist of a 
knife in my heart—but suddenly the light 


went out. 

I stopped dead in my tracks. What did 
that mean? No one but Diana could have 
out. I was a hours late get- 

but it was too early for her to 
Maybe out! I 
quickly into an empty door- 
I felt like a dirty 


turned few 
ting home 
bed. 
stepped back 
way where I could watch. 


go to she’s going 


spy, but I had to know. 
Two minutes later, Diana ran swiftly 
down the steps. looked furtively up and 


down the street. hopped into a car parked 
at the they could turn the 
corner following in a cab. The ride 
took only a few minutes, but I aged ten 
When I saw the other car draw up 
cab go on to the 


curb. Before 


I was 


years. 
and stop I let my 
the block. I waited a few moments until I 
was sure then made my 
way back to the 


end of 


were inside. 


front of the house. 


they 


DUCKED AROUND the side of the 
and almost ran head-on into the 
bottom rung of a fire-escape ladder. One 
tug and it was down far enough for me to 
hoist up to the second floor. I had almost 
reached the tiny platform when a sudden 
light flooded the My heart 


house, 


fire-escape. 








TAFFETA 


#470 “ANGEL STRIPES” 
He’ll adore you in this 
crisp, feminine, curvey 
striped Taffeta* date 
blouse. Dazzling jewel 
buttons; daring scoop 
neck. White with Red; 
White with Black 
Sizes 32 to 38. 








#522 “BACK INTEREST” 
Two-faced Skirt 

That dream man will turn 
his head for another look 
when you stroll by in our 
slim, slinky skirt! 
Silky Taffeta* with 
giant hip pockets; 
back zipper; button 
trim on pockets and ZF 
double slits athem. 7 
Black, Red or Grey. 7 
Sizes 10 to 20. 
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[FREDERICK'S of Hollywood, Dept. 189 | 
1 5430 Hollywood Blvd., Hollywood 27, Calif. H 
1 Send #470 @ $3.88. Size. Color I 
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Sell Exciting New Line 


CHILDREN’S 
WEAR 


Make up to $35.00 in a week in spare hours 
showing your friends, neighbors world’s 
cutest, loveliest children’s dresses —in- 
cluding famous Dan River Ginghams, and 
jeans, T-shirts, playwear, nightwear— 
ev erything for children from tots to teen- 
agers. Huge selection at LOW PRICES. 
FREE Rush cou = today and we send 
you Big D ress Display abso- 
lutely FREE. See how easily you can 
make money and get your own chil- 
2 dren’s dresses without one penny cost 
—just in spare time. Write now. 
HARFORD FROCKS 
Dept. M-3353. Cincinnati 25, Ohio 
ee ee ee —_— —_ — 
“* Harford Procks,, Bopt. M-3353 “I 
md t Cincinnati 25, O 
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stopped! In the first blinding moment 1 
vuldn’t tell if the light came from above 
or below. But in the next second I knew 
omeone must have switched on a light in 
me of the bedrooms—and as I came at 
last up to the level of the windows I felt 
first cold touch of the hand of death. 
There she was—in all her radiant beau- 
all her fresh young loveliness, Diana 
tiptoe, straining up to kiss the tall, 
ray-haired man who pressed her so tightly 
couldn’t have moved if she wanted to. 
And she didn’t want to! Yes. it was Diana. 
OK. I whispered grimly to myself. Why 
ung around? Do you have to rub your 
e in it? But I couldn’t move. It was as 
though my feet weighed a ton, and my 
back-bone was jelly. I simply couldn’t 
! And so I crouched there—and died! 

[t's a pretty fearful thing to die and yet 
nain alive. It leaves you with the taste 
dust in your mouth and the smell of 





id in your nostrils. 

Somewhere a steeple clock tolled eleven. 
lTime—hah! Time was a relative thing. It 
had meaning if there was still some- 

ng left to do. Something left to do. Some- 

ng left to do! Bill, my boy, the voice 
you still have something to do. Very 
denhnite ly. 

[ was there, sitting in the darkened apart- 

nt, when Diana came home. It was one 

f the small dark hours of early morning, 

| she didn’t even strike a match to find 
into the bedroom. Probably 
ht I was already in bed asleep and 

In’t want to disturb me. So thoughtful! 
She could worry about waking me up— 

she could betray me with every other 
in town! 

I didn’t move. I heard the soft, rustling 

inds as she slipped out of her clothes, 

whisper of the sheets as she crawled 
bed. She thought I was sleeping. I 
| sleep soon, Diana, I murmured silent- 

ly. And so will you! 

I had held the knife in my hand so long 

blade had grown warm. That was good, 

[ thought quickly. Then the first plunge 
won't feel cold to her. But I must wait until 
is fast asleep. She must go in her sleep. 

son the sounds of deep breathing, 
hythmical and deep, came from the bed- 
Now! I rose from the chair, crept 
refoot into the bedroom. There was real- 

no point in taking such care. except I 
new she must be tired. It was all over in 

ther moment... 

\ couple of cops have been hanging 
round in here all day, waiting for me to 

gain consciousness. They'll want to know 

I did it. 
Why'd you do it, buddy?” one of them 
say. “Why'd you knife your old lady 
ind then try to knock yourself off?” 

[ will look up at him very calmly and I 

ill reply, “The answer is very simple. Be- 
I lost my dream.” 

Che two will look at each other, and one 
\l tap his temple amazingly with a finger. 
They will shake their heads. “The guy’s 


p) 


way 


THE END 


Dearly Beloved 


(Continued from Page 5) 


on the modern ways of living. I blame 
her for letting me be a lonely 20-year-old 
today. She never let me have dates with 
boys until I was 16 years old. For three 
years I’ve gone to dances. parties and 
movies with fellows who liked me. 

There has only been one certain boy in 
my life who seemed my ideal type of a 
man. I loved him from the first time we 
met on my 16th birthday until now. Event- 
ually I discovered I loved him more than 
he loved me. He was only amused at my 
true love and took advantage of it for a 
long time. We went steady, then he grew 
restless for a new love and broke our 
romance. 

When this happened, it left me very 
bitter with lots of contempt and hate in 
my heart for all men in general. Now I 
find that I can’t trust any other man be- 
cause I am afraid he will do the very 
same thing this other fellow did. I now 
am having trouble with every boy I go 
out with. Please help me. 

Juanita A. 
Dear Juanita: 

Nothing is wrong with you that a nice, 
honest male can’t cure. You are afraid to 
trust any man because subconsciously you 
believe that you will be hurt again. When 
you do meet a person that you feel you 
can trust again, don’t be afraid to believe 
in him. After all, every man won’t be like 
your “first love” and you are really missing 
out on a lot of fun by becoming a “neu- 
rotic” at the blooming age of 20. It won’t 
be easy at first, but it will certainly be 
worth a try. 


Dear Mrs. Jackson: 

I live ‘in a slum area in Chicago and 
would like to move out but I have so many 
responsibilities that I can’t. My mother 
has 13 children and my father left home 
after the last baby was born. I am the old- 
est and have to help my mother or the kids 
might go hungry. We think my father is 
dead because he hasn’t been home in 
almost two years. If we really knew that 
he was dead, my mother would marry a 
very nice man who is rather “well off” and 
I could leave home. 

As it is we don’t know whether or not 
to believe the rumors that are floating 
around to the effect that my father is 
really dead. We are terribly poor and ter- 
ribly unhappy about the whole thing and 
I do wish someone would help us as we 
cannot afford legal advice. 

Stanley Peoples 
Dear Stanley: 

If you want to find out whether your 
father is still alive or not go to the nearest 
police station and fill out a missing persons 
report. In short order the police will either 
find him alive or bring you proof that he 
no longer lives. When that is settled, the 
situation will probably work itself out and 
you can go on from there. 


Stars and Numbers 
(Continued from Page 12) 


practical of Pisces will reap the greatest 
harvest. 

There is a high tide in the affairs of 
Cancer-born with much emphasis in the 
direction of July 12th to 22nd birthdays. 
The elements of changes in present affairs 
prevail along with travel, business gains 
and romance for those who are unattached. 
Emotional upsets in connection with part- 
nership or family life should not be 
permitted to lessen present advantages. 

October is a month for Virgo-born to 
make the most of their practical every 
day lives as well as in social and friend- 
ship interests. Benefits, advantages and 
“luck” are close at hand and the time to 
act is the present. Scorpio birthdays are 
now in the starry spotlight with bright 
prospects for gain, prosperity, employment 
and the encouragement to advance their 
own interests and make up for lost time. 

Action upon important matters before 
the 19th can prevent delays or disappoint- 
ments. Attention to health is suggested. A 
ticklish month prevails for Capricorn-born, 
a time to hold fast to established relation- 
ships and conditions of life instead of 
making changes or experimenting with un- 
tried ventures, new connections or changes. 
Safeguard health. 

Much to the fore is the excitable roman- 
tic spread of October for forming new 
contacts and engagements—a time when 
lovers are most likely to feel that all that 
counts is centered in the loved one. This 
shows more of a direct bearing upon birth- 
days under Scorpio, Capricorn, Pisces, 
Taurus, Cancer and Virgo. It is not the 
best month for the air and fire sign people 
born under Aries, Gemini, Leo, Libra, 
Sagittarius and Aquarius. 

The preferred days for engagements, 
weddings and social affairs are the Ist, 
2nd, 7th, 9th, 10th, 15th, 28th and 31st. 
Days to avoid are the 12th, 18th, 19th, 
21st, 26th, 27th and 29th. The full Moon 
of the 11th and 12th ushers in the love 
life and conjugal happiness high tide of 
the month. Number combinations sup- 
ported by planet combinations are 1, 6 
and 7; 2, 3 and 4; 5, 6 and 9; 1, 6 and 
8, with 3, 4, and 7 the strongest. 

The following days are considered most 
favorable to the 12 Signs of the Zodiac 
during the month of October. 

Aries: 1, 3, 7,. 10, 15,. 18. 23, 28, ot. 

Tanrus: 2. 4, 7,9: 3. 17. 22. 25. ai. 

Gemini: 3, 6, 7, 10, 14, 20, 23, 25, 28. 

Cancer: 1, 2, 3, 7, 8, 10, 13, 16, 23, 20 

Leo: 3, 7, 10, 14, 16, 18, 25, 28, 30. 

Virgo: 2,.4,. 7, 10, 12. ¥5, 17, 21, 28: 

Libra: 1, 6, 10, 15,18, 20, 23, 30. 

Scorpio: 5, 7, 9, 15, 17, 22, 23, 26, 31. 

Sagittarius: 1, 7, 10, 15, 18, 19, 23, 25, 
28. 

Capricorn: 1, 3, 9, 12, 15, 21, 23, 26, 28. 

Aquarius: 2, 6, 8, 10, 14, 16, 23, 25, 29. 

Pisces: 1, 3, 5, 8, 15, 17, 23, 26, 28, 31. 
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Can 
Romance 
Ruin Your 
Marriage? 


(Continued from page 10) 





I remember once. after he had stood me 
up on a date, I refused to speak to Bill. I 
would not go to the telephone when he 
called and stayed in my room when he 
came to the house. I was perfectly miser- 
able during that week but I was determined 
to show my displeasure and to teach him 
a lesson. 

Finally, Bill bribed my kid sister into 
letting him into the house with an armload 
of flowers he had brought. Then he parked 
himself in the living room and announced 
that he would stay there until I agreed to 
see him and forgive him. Being a friend 
of the family, Bill knew that he could get 
away with his sit-down strike and at regu- 
lar intervals, my sister, Bunny, ran up- 
stairs to my room to report on what was 
happening. 

“Doris, Bill says he’s going to camp 
downstairs until you kiss and make up,” 
Bunny. said breathlessly on one of these 
trips, “even if he has to stay all night!” 

I was unimpressed. “You tell Mr. Bill 
Wallace he’ll be sitting there until dooms- 
day if that’s what he’s waiting for!” I 
told her. 

She giggled and ran downstairs. An hour 
or so later, when she came up to tell me 
that dinner was ready, I asked her whether 
Bill was still putting on his silly act. 

“Oh, sure! He gave me a quarter for 
going out and buying him some cigarettes. 
He ran out.” 

“Traitor! You should have let him suf- 
fer,” I said, playfully shoving her down 
on the bed. “This thing has gone far 
enough. I’m going to have Dad toss him 
out.” 

Bunny grinned and shook her head. “He 
won’t do it. We’re all on Bill’s side.” 

She was right about that. At the dinner 
table. Mom and Dad kept talking about 
how cruel and heartless Bill was being 
treated. 

“The poor fellow will probably die of 
starvation,” Dad observed, giving Bunny a 
sly wink. 

“Such a nice young man, too,” 
added with a sigh. 

I just glared at them, but at the end of 
the meal I had relented enough to agree 
with Mom that I had better take in a cup 
of tea and a sandwich before we had a 
corpse on our hands. I was determined not 
to give Bill a chance to say a word, but 
when I walked in he grabbed the tray out 
of my hands and swept me into his arms. 

“I knew you’d forgive me, darling,” he 
whispered into my ear. “We're too much 
in love to stay mad at each other.” 

“Spéak for yourself,” I said icily. 


Mom 


He pressed his lips against my neck. 
“I’ve been perfectly miserable the past 
week, and so have you. Come on, now, 
admit it.” 

I tried to twist away from him. “Please 
don’t do that,” I begged. 

Ignoring my protests, he held me tighter 
and his lips sought mine. Against my will, 
my heart began pounding at the touch of 
his burning kisses and I felt all resistance 
draining away. 

He never did explain why he had failed 
to keep the date that had started all the 
trouble, and after he began making love 
to me, I forgot to ask. 

I soon discovered that making love to me 
was Bill’s solution for any problem that 
arose between us. He relied on his charm 
and wit to win me over to his side in any 
argument, and to him, a kiss was enough 
to settle any dispute. I must admit that it 
was pleasant never to have to make any 
decisions and fun to lose myself in the 
comforting circle of Bill’s arms while life 
and its problems swirled about us. But that 
was before we were married. 

Not long after I became Mrs. Bill Wal- 
lace I found that, among other changes, 
marriage brings a certain maturity. Also 
that life becomes more complicated with a 
husband and a home to care for. To me, 
this was a more satisfying way of life and 
much more rewarding than the gay, care- 
free life of a young engaged girl. But de- 
spite all my attempts to make Bill face 
the responsibilities of a husband, he re- 
fused to settle down. 

His reluctance to face the realities of 
life was annoying in little things and soon 
became almost unbearable where more im- 
portant things were concerned. Bill had a 
good job, but like many young couples, it 
took us a little time to furnish our home 
the way we wanted it. So when I was ready 
for the drapes and slip covers in the living 
room, it was a question of deciding he- 
tween one material, which I could get at a 
bargain price, and a much more attractive 
but also expensive material. I had spent 
all day trying to figure which would be 
more economical in the long run and final- 
ly decided to ask Bill to give me his 
opinion. 

“You suit yourself, baby.” he said after 
I had explained the situation to him. “As 
far as I’m concerned, you could put burlap 
sacks up at the windows and I wouldn’t 
even notice as long as I can hold you in 
my arms!” 

“Wait—please, Bill!” I protested as he 
lifted me from the floor and sat down on 
the sofa with me on his lap. 

“You could board up the windows for 
all I care. I couldn’t even tell the differ- 
ence, the way the starlight sparkles in your 
eyes,” he said ardently. 

His lips closed down on mine and put 
an end to the argument. The drapes and 
everything else were forgotten as we lost 
ourselves in the delights of love and it was 
all very romantic. 
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OWEVER, THE problem still re- 

mained and even though my husband 
had tossed it off with his usual charm and 
even though nothing of great importance 
was involved, I resented his attitude. As 
the weeks passed, I no longer wanted to 
waste all my waking hours in the inconse- 
quential pursuits of fun and frivolity. 

I suppose I could have adjusted to the 
situation if only minor issues had been in- 
volved. But I gradually became aware that 
Bill was so much in love with himself as a 
romantic figure that it was impossible for 
him to take a practical view of either me 
or our marriage. On the other hand, I be- 
gan to realize that my girlish idolization 
of Bill was totally unsuited to the day-to- 
day routine of married life. 

Bill and I had a honeymoon that had 
fulfilled my fondest dreams, but Bill was 
not content with our week-long stay at a 
resort hotel. 

“Sure. it was nice. darling.” he said 
afterwards, “but not good enough for the 
woman I love. Only seven short days!” 

“We can’t honeymoon for the rest of our 
lives, my sweet,” I smiled up at him. 

“Wanna bet?” he grinned back. 

“Silly! You know what I mean. We'd 
have to come down to earth sometime.” 

“Why should we?” He gathered me into 
his arms and planted a tender kiss on my 
forehead. “I could hold you like this for- 
ever,” he whispered. 

I permitted myself the luxury of a few 
thrilling moments in his embrace. then I 
said, “Forever is a long. long time. Who'll 
take care of the grocer and the landlord 
and—” 

“Oh, you’re too darn practical, woman!” 
he said in mock anger. giving me a playful 
shove. “But some day we’re going to have 
a real honeymoon. We'll go down to the 
Islands and I'll make love to you under 
those tropic skies—it’ll be the greatest!” 

I cupped his chin in my hands and peered 
deep into his eyes. “I'd like that, too, dar- 
ling.” I told him, “and maybe someday it'll 
happen that way. But meanwhile, I’m your 
wife and I love you even without the ro- 
mantic speeches under a voodoo moon!” 

I was all for it, but daily I found things 
that I considered more important—our 
home, our future security, the children we 
wanted to have. 

The children / wanted to have was more 
correct I discovered shortly after our first 
anniversary. I had been feeling strangely 
for several days and finally I went to the 
doctor. What he told me sent me flying 
home with wings on my feet, eager to break 
the good news to Bill. I was overjoyed 
and scarcely prepared for his unenthusias- 
tic reaction. 

“How soon did he say?” Bill asked, his 
face clouding. 

I rushed to him. “What’s the matter, 
darling? Aren’t you glad?” 

“Sure—of course I am,” he responded 
irritably. “It’s just that—well. it’s kind of 
early to start in on a family.” 

My heart settled like a lump of lead into 











































the pit of my stomach. “You don’t want a 
baby!” I accused. 

“Don’t say that!” he said uneasily. “All 
I said was that maybe we weren’t ready 
yet—” 

“We've been married over a year,” I 
pointed out. “We’ve got a nice home—- 
money in the bank.” 

“Sure we have, Muriel,” Bill said, “hut 
don’t you see? What about us? We’re still 
young yet. We’ve had wonderful fun to- 
gether and a baby would spoil it.” 

“Spoil it?” I gasped. 

“It’s you Vm thinking about,” he 
hastened to add. “There’d be no dances. 
no parties for you until long after the baby 
is born. And what about our trip?” 

I blinked hard to keep back the tears 
but I couldn’t; my voice betrayed the hurt 
and disappointment that stabbed through 
me. “Bill—we’re going to have a baby, the 
most wonderful thing that could ever hap- 
pen to us. Please don’t let me think that 
going to parties and having fun means 
more to you than—than our own child!” 

As always, his tender caresses and 
soothing words chased away all my fears 
and I convinced myself that I had need- 
lessly allowed myself to become upset. It 
was selfish of me to assume that Bill did 
not want the baby as badly as I did. 

A few days later I discovered how wrong 
I was. Bill came home from work, bub- 
bling over with excitement as he took a 
small envelope from his pocket and waved 
it in my face. 

“This is it, baby!” he fairly shouted 
gleefully. “This time tomorrow we'll be on 
our merry way!” 

“On our way where? What on earth 
are you raving about, Bill?” 

He swept me off my feet and whirled me 
round and round, humming a calypso song. 
“We're going to take that honeymoon trip. 
just like I promised we would! I got the 
tickets today,” he said, handing me the 
envelope. 

I moved shakily to a chair and sat down 
without opening the envelope. “Did you get 
a bonus? Or maybe your vacation pay?” 
[ asked hopefully, trying to imagine where 
he got the money to pay for tickets to any 
place. 

Bill ignored my questions, just kept talk- 
ing about what a grand time we'd have. 
He said he had arranged to get two weeks 
off from work and that we would fly down 
to Jamaica. 

“The money.” I insisted. “Where did 
you get the money for all this, Bill?” 

He turned on his most charming smile. 
“You're getting ready to lose your temper 
and I love the way your eyes flash.” he 
said. “Do you mind if I start packing while 
you scold me?” 

My voice trembled with cold fury. “Bill 
Wallace, if you’ve—” 

The expression that crossed his face was 
like that of a small boy who has been 
caught being naughty. I used to think it 
was cute, but this time I resented it. 
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GUESS THE INTENSITY of my anger 

had a sobering effect on Bill because he 
gave up trying to be funny and launched 
into a long explanation of why he had 
acted as he had. But even after he had fin- 
ished what he had to say, the unforgivable 
fact remained—he had withdrawn our sav- 
ings in order to realize a dream that was 
actually childish in comparison to respon- 
sibilities we both had toward the baby who 
was on the way. 

After a furious quarrel, the first real 
fight we’d ever had, I went home to my 
parents. It was the only course left to me, 
considering my condition and the feeling 
I had that, despite my love for Bill, it 
would be a long time before I could re- 
spect him as a man. 

Lounging around my parents’ home I 
had time to do a lot of thinking—and more 
important—reading. It was during this 
time that I learned what may be the key 
to the breakup of so many “ideal” mar- 
riages. What I learned was borne out by 
the words of one authority on the subject 
of marriage relations, who wrote, “Roman- 
tic courtship is a dreamer’s paradise, a 
play world. It ignores reality and lives in 
pleasurable fantasy. But once this magic 
period passes and is followed by the reality 
of marriage, a terrific letdown sets in.” 

No normal person wants a marriage de- 
void of any expressions of affection and 
ut romance, but in Bill’s 
seemed he wanted forever to be a gay 
young bachelor, completely free of the 
sometimes monotonous responsibilities of 
married life. He ignored or laughed off the 
things that were important to me as a wife 


without case it 


and prospective mother. 

Perhaps the trouble was that my hus- 
band had never really grown up. Accord- 
ing to Dr. Clifford R. Adams, director of 
the Pennsylvania State College Marriage 
Council Service, “Marriage experts agree 
that emotional maturity is the most impor- 
tant factor in marriage. 
People possessing it are emotionally grown 


any successful 
up and free of complexes, neuroses and 
phobias.” 

Another authority states that “A man 
and woman need not be madly, romantical- 
ly in love to have a good marriage. But 
they must need each other’s company... . 
Marriage is no picnic or cocktail party; 
it’s not even-a love affair. It’s something 
much more important. For in a good mar- 
riage, there must be mutual need... .” 

I also learned that people have widely 
differing ideas as to what love actually is, 
depending upon which motion pictures 
they have seen or what romantic novels 
they have read. One such case, cited by 
the noted Dr. Abraham Stone, involved a 
young couple who, before marriage, used 
to talk about sex quite a lot. 

“In fact, they felt that even in this era 
of Kinsey they were pretty advanced in 
their thinking. From the excited, poetic 
way Edna talked about ‘consummation’ 
and ‘spiritual union,’ Jim got the idea that 
she was very passionate. 

“After marriage, the reality of sexual 


relations filled Edna with dread and aver- | 
sion. Looking back, each wondered how 
he was taken in by the other’s lies.” 

Points out Dr. Stone, “Actually, of | 
course, neither was lying. They just weren’t 
talking about the same thing.” | 

Usually, it is the woman who finds it 
difficult to adjust to the harsh realities of 
marriage. Dr. Lena Levine. marriage coun- 
selor and psychiatrist, quotes one woman 
who attended a discussion group for young 
wives. 

“We always wanted to be alone,” 
woman related, “and then when we came | 
to the hotel room after the ceremony. there 
were just the two of us. I never knew I 
could feel so lonely. I looked at Tom, and 
instead of the man I’d always dreamed of 
marrying, I saw this skinny little kid who 
looked tight around the mouth, as if he 
were cold and trying hard not to shiver. 
I had this panicky feeling of isolation, as 
if we’d been trapped by a mine cave-in 
and nobody outside knew or cared.” 

The great importance Americans place 
on romantic love was noted by the late Dr. 
Ralph Linton, noted anthropologist. “All 
societies recognize that there are occasion: | 
al violent emotional attachments between 
persons of the opposite sex. But our pres: | 
ent American culture is practically the 
only one that has attempted to capitalize 
these and make them the basis for mar- 


the 





riage ‘ 

Dr. Linton went on to that “The 
hero of the modern American movie is al- 
ways a romantic lover, just as the hero of 
the old Arab epic is always an epileptic. 
A cynic might suggest that in any ordi- 
nary population, the percentage of indi- 
viduals with a capacity for romantic love 
of the Hollywood type is about as large as 
that of persons able to throw a genuine | 
epileptic fit. However, given a little social 
encouragement, either can be ade- 
quately imitated without the performer ad- 
mitting even to himself that the perform- 
ance is not genuine.” 

Frankly, I believe that the separation, 
while it hurt while it lasted, was good for | 
both Bill and me. 

During the time we were apart I got a| 
good insight into what was wrong between 
us, and when Bill came to get me to take 
me home and confessed that he was ready 
to make a new start, I knew that he, too, 
had grown up. 

Our baby will be born sometime next 
month and I’m happier than words can ex- 
press to say that our child will have two | 
adults for parents and not a couple of | 
moonstruck kids. 

No, I’m not forgetting that very impor- | 
tant emotional side of marriage. I’m taking 
my cue from the elderly couple whose 60 


say 


one 








years of marriage was reported recently in 
the newspapers. The 75-year-old wife gave 
as her formula for a successful marriage: 
“T give him lots of loving and set a hot 
plate of biscuits before him every day.” 
Her husband, 79, added, “I give her lots 


of loving, too.” 


THE END 
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LONG AS JESUS LIVES—sSwanee Quintet... .89 
LET’S GO TO THE PROGRAM 
—Dixie Humming Birds .89 
SIT DOWN SERVANT—Swanee Quintet..... -89 
WONDER WILL I EVER REST 
—Mahalia Jackson .89 
WHEN ! LOST MY MOTHER—Blind Boys.. .89 
SURELY SURELY AMEN-—Spirit of Memphis .89 
STAND BY ME—Davis Sisters.............. 89 
FOOTPRINTS OF JESUS—Davis Sisters 
HOW MANY TIMES—Ward Singers......... 
ONE WAY STREET—Clara Ward........... 
1! THANK THE LORD—Nightingales...... 
LEAK IN THE BUILDING—Bells of Joy.... 
MY ROCK—Swan Silvertones......... ° 
| WAS PRAYING—Five Blind Boys 
IN THE UPPER ROOM—Mahalia J ee 
COME IN THE ROOM—The Martin Singers. .89 
WILL HE WELCOME ME THERE? 
—Nightingales .89 








] WORLD PRAYER—Five Blind Boys....... 89 


LET’S TALK ABOUT JESUS—Bells of Joy.. -89 
OLD SHIP OF ZION—Five Blind Boys...... .89 
OUR FATHER—Five Blind Boys....... 
SURELY GOD 1S ABLE—Ward Singers 
JESUS GAVE ME WATER—Soul Stirre: 
WHEN HE SPOKE—Ward Singers... 
TELL THE ANGELS—Ward Singers....... oo 
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On The Records 


(Continued from Page 6) 


second one the better. A 12-incher, it com- 
prises four tunes (’S Wonderful, Always, 


Air Mail Special and Soft Lights), each 
smartly and appealingly executed. Solo 


highlights in the album naturally go to 
Hamp, but Oscar draws some major spots, 
too. 

Hamp’s first Clef album had the same 
personnel and much the same musical pat- 
tern as the second. But it was a 10-incher 
and embraced only two numbers (Stom- 
pin’ at the Savoy and The Nearness of 
You). 

Clef seems to have started a trend with 
its releases of Hamp playing in a small 
band setting. Now Victor is marketing a 
12-inch LP album of combo sessions Lionel 
headed back in the late 1930’s while he 
was a regular member of the Benny Good- 
man aggregation. The album, titled “Hot 
Mallets” and rated Class-A by critics, 
showcases the maestro accompanied by mu- 
sicians whose names read like a list of 
who’s who in jazz. 

Among them: trumpeters Cootie Wil- 
liams, Jonah Jones and Dizzy Gillespie; 
trombonists Lawrence Brown and J. C. Hig- 
ginbotham; alto saxists Johnny Hodges 
and Benny Carter; tenor saxists Chu Ber- 
ry, Ben Webster and Coleman Hawkins; 
drummer Cozy Cole and guitarist Charlie 
Christian. 

Victor’s album of Hampton offerings is 
one of the diskery’s popular Collectors Is- 
sues and represents a fat package of 12 
tunes. Best of the lot perhaps are the up- 
tempo sides whereon Hamp shares solo 
honors with the late Chu (Shufflin’ at the 
Hollywood), Cootie, Hodges and Cozy 
(Stompology) and Higginbotham and the 
late Christian (Hot Mallets). 

* & * 

RECORD OF THE MONTH: Mercury’s 
Shulie a Bop/Polka Dots and Moonbeans, 
a bop opus and an oldie which spotlight 
Sarah Vaughan chirping in excellent voice. 
This is Sassy exhibiting her intricate vocal 
tricks and super-slick phrasing to best ad- 
vantage. Dots is easily the outstanding ef- 
fort of the pairing but Shulie stacks up as 
a strong side, too. The latter obviously is 
geared to the bop crowd. 

GOOD: Decca’s The Gypsy/I Can’t Af- 
ford to Miss This Dream, resounding the 
familiar vocal and trumpet executions of 
Louis Armstrong on two standards in a big 
band setting. Sy Oliver batons the band 
and it offers appropriate support for the 
gravel-voiced trumpet kind, who turns in 
his usually fine performance. Particularly 
noticeable on the coupling is some strato- 
spheric and bell-like horn blowing by 
Satchmo. He sounds at times here like the 
Armstrong of old. 

RECOMMENDED: Prestige’s Parker’s 
Mood/What Can I Say Dear After I Say 
I’m Sorry by King Pleasure singing in the 
melodic pattern bopster Charlie Parker 
styles on his alto sax. 


I Didn’t 
Trust My 
Husband 


(Continued from Page 21) 





you used to call me lazy.” I took a deep 
breath. “I’m going to remember how you 
always threatened to marry me and make 
me your slave.” 

There it was out in the open and I wasn’t 
the slightest bit ashamed that I had caused 
it to be that way. 

Phil pulled me gently to him, 
down into my eyes. 

“Suppose I said I want to be your slave?” 


looked 


he said. 

I could no more help the next words that 
came from me than I could help breathing. 

“Suppose. Phil, I told you I love you,” 
I answered. 

He smiled. 

‘I'd tell you that I know it, Carol. Just 
like you know that you’ve become _ the 
dearest thing on earth to me.” 

The curly head came closer. The full red 
lips came to mine. We clung together, Phil 
and I, sealing a pledge which had been in 
the making for years. We were sweethearts 
and the kiss was a sweetheart’s kiss—warm 
and long and trembling. 

“Wait for me?” he whispered. 

“T will.” I promised. 

I waited. It seemed like centuries. that 
long period of Phil’s work and study at the 
seminary. But always there were glowing 
reports. Always he wrote long and colorful 
letters, telling me how he was progressing. 
what was new on the campus. And I, very 
much involved in church work, felt I was 
preparing myself to help Phil. A minister 
needed a strong. reliant mate at his side. 

I had completed a business course and 
was employed as secretary to the pastor of 
our church. I worked with the small chil- 
dren. staging special programs for Easter 
and Christmas and organizing a Bible 
Story Hour for them which won the ad- 
miration of the whole congregation. 

“You and Phil are going to make a win- 
Mom said proudly. 


° ” 
ning team, 
we agreed, 


When Phil graduated. 
would be married. 

But when that time approached, a dis 
appointment was in store. The dean of 
Phil’s school wanted to help him. He had 
a long talk with Phil and advised him that 
it would be best for him to spend a year at 
one of the small churches in that com- 
munity after graduation. Great things were 
in store for Phil, the dean said. 

I was very much let down when Phil ex- 
plained in a letter that he wouldn't be 
coming home after graduation—not for 4 
year. At first, I thought of suggesting that 
he make a trip home so that we could be 


married. Then I could return South with 
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him. But I realized that it was probably best 
Phil’s way. He would be able to have a 
full-time job, serve his apprenticeship as 
an assistant to a pastor and perhaps save 
a little money so we’d have a better start. 

I swallowed my impatience and disap- 
pointment and wrote Phil an encouraging 
letter. 

Only one year to wait. The one 
lengthened into a year and a half. 

It was one of those gossiping old sisters 
(they’ve got at least one in every church) 
who helped create in my mind a growing 
dissatisfaction with the delay in our mar- 


year 


riage. 

“When’s that good-lookin’ 
comin’ home, daughter?” she’d ask me con- 
stantly. “You better find out what’s goin’ 
on down there. They tell me some of them 
pretty Southern gals can snatch a man 
quicker’n you can say Jeremiah.” 

The poison dropped into my mind spread 
that I finally 


man of yours 


to such an alarming degree 


became very much ashamed of myself. 
What right had I to question Phil? He 


wasn’t the kind of person to be untrue. 
Deceit would be opposed to the very basis 
of his nature and personality. 

But the poison had begun to spread and 
there wasn’t any antidote. 

I remembered words that Phil had said, 
references he’d made in his letter. refer- 
ences about how nice the dean was to him, 
how wonderful the dean’s family was. The 
had three daughters. Even 
wasn’t it 


dean, I recalled. 
if Phil wasn’t the cheating kind, 
very possible that he was being tricked 
without realizing it? Wasn’t it possible that 
the dean had singled him out for one of 
his daughters? 

When your mind has become twisted like 
this. even temporarily, everything gets out 
of focus. A week after I’d heard the spite- 
ful comment from old Sister Lane. I re- 
ceived a long letter from Phil. There was 
no information as to when he’d be home, 
no expression of regret because the time 
had long passed when he was due to re- 
turn. But there were four or five references 
to Althea Spark, one of the dean’s daugh- 
ters. Althea had been very helpful to him. 
Althea and he had taken some children 
from the church on a picnic. Althea this 
and Althea that. 

That settled it. It was time for action, I 
decided. I wroté Phil and told him my first 
lie. I had been ill for quite some time, I 
said. I had been to the doctor who had ad- 
vised me that there was nothing physically 
that I was suffering from 
I hadn’t wanted to 


wrong with me; 
a bad case of nerves. 
alarm him, I wrote. That’s why I hadn’t 
mentioned this before. But I knew surely 
that my illness was all tied up with want- 
ing him, missing him and not knowing any- 
thing definite about when he’d be home. 

My ruse worked even more effectively 
than I’d hoped. The minute Phil received 
my letter, he put 
Phone call. I was quite sweet and heroic 
about it all. I let him know, however, that 
my condition was getting serious. 


through an anxious 


“Darling.” he said reproachfully. “Tl 
never forgive you for not letting me know 
sooner. Tell you what. It will take me a 
couple of days to wind up affairs here. I'll 
be home within a week and we'll get mar- 
ried right away. That is, if you're well 
enough.” 


“Thank you, 


fervently. 


Phil, thank you,” I said 


Looking 


He was as good as his word. 


bigger, stronger and more handsome than 
ever, Phil came home. The happiness in 


his eyes when I met him at the station, the 
devotion and concern in his manner made 
me feel guilty but only briefly. After all, I 
had accomplished my purpose. I’d make 
sure he didn’t go back. 

I didn’t have to worry about that. Phil 
had sensational secret news. When the dean 
said he’d had big things in store for Phil, 
he had meant it. All the while, the dean 
had been working to accomplish a mar- 
velous thing for Phil. He’d been in touch 
with our own pastor, Rev. Stone. He’d sold 
Rev. Stone on an idea; that of giving Phil 
a chance in our own home town church as 
one of Rev. Stone’s assistants. 

Of course, the church being so large, 
there were already three assistant pastors 
and Phil would come at the bottom of that 
list. But it was a splendid beginning for a 
Phil would 


go a long way with that as a start. 


young minister and naturally 


Everyone was overjoyed to see Phil. He 
was like a hero come back from the wars. 
Old ladies who had clucked their tongues 
when Phil said he was going to be a min- 
ister went around reporting that they had 
“that boy would make good.” 
who 


always known 
There were a lot of young ladies. too. 
gave him that admiring, worshipping stare. 
But I wasn’t worried about them. I could 
handle any local competition. 


HAD EVERY RIGHT to feel that way 

quite soon. For, soon after he’d assumed 
the assistant pastorship of the church, Phil 
and I got married. of the big- 
gest weddings in the church’s history. The 
idea of one of their ministers marrying one 
of their local carried spice and ro- 
mance for the congregation. I think that 
the only ones who didn’t turn out were the 
lame and the blind. 

Now I was Mrs. Philip Hamlin. 

I was the happiest girl in the city. 

“T wonder if it’s right for a man of God 

love a woman so much this way,” he 


It was one 


girls 


said to me seriously one day. 

I had no answer to that question. 
knew I wanted to cling 
forever and ever. Philip had become my 
whole world and everything else revolved 


All I 


was that him 


around him. 

We had Still 
keeping my secretarial job at the church, 
I was passionately devoted to giving Philip 


neat, small apartment. 


a nice, pleasant home, attractive in colors 
and furnishings. I got such a thrill out of 
the way he loved my cooking. 

Laughingly, he used to tell me I was 


“playing house.” 
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Chewing-Gum Laxative 
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REMOVE WASTE - 
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Here’s the secret millions 
have discovered about 
FEEN-A-MINT, the wonder- 
fully different chewing-gum laxative. 

FEEN-A-MINT is different because you 
chew it. It’s different, too, because it 
removes mostly waste—not good food! 
You see, FEEN-A-MINT does not work in 
the stomach, where food is being di- 
gested. That’s why it does not take 
away a lot of the good food you need 
for energy. 

Doctors know that FEEN-A-MINT works 
chiefly in the lower bowel... removes 
mostly waste, not good food! 

So to feel like a million, do as mil- 
lions do. Chew delicious FEEN-A-MINT... 
and feel full of life and energy! Get 
FEEN-A-MINT! 
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heal many old leg sores due to venous 

congestion of varicose veins, leg swell- 

ing or injuries. Send today for a FREE 
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DO YOU WANT RELIEF? 
Drunkenness ruins Health, Happi- 
ness. Brea 
UICKLY...IN 
Use ALCOREM, the amazing liquid 
that promotes aversion (dislike) to- 
YT ward ALL intoxicating drinks. Not 
classed as a permanent “‘cure,"’ but 
it IS a recognized method of with- 
drawal of alcohol. Interrupts drink- 
ing cycle and causes many to turn 
> taken in SECRET. A few drops of 








from liquor. May be 
this wonderful ALCOREM eliminates desire for more 


alcohol. GUARANTEED Pure and Effective. Aversion 
treatment is recognized by Medical Authority. 
ALCOREM comes ready to use—simple instructions in- 
cluded—need not cause exce: per ne out from work - 
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addition: al help we send ... 
FREE! 21 PINKIES with order of ALCOREM 
Special Formula capsules to help nervous and digestive 
systems. Also FREE WEIGHT CHART to guide re- 
formed drinker to proper weight. 
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SKA I MONEY BA . We rush 
AL CORE M, PINKIES, Weight Chart in a uin_wrapper, 
Pay postman $4.95 plus C.O.D. and posts age. To SAVE 
55c in C.O.D. and postage, send $4.95 with order. 
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BEAUTIFUL WOMEN HAVE USED THIS 
METHOD ONLY 15 MINUTES A DAY 


A firm, smooth chin and a slim, wrinkle-free throat are 
two of the most important elements in looking beautiful. 
smart and glamorous women have recognized the beauty 
mportance of the throat line for hundreds of years—and 
any have used just this way of rejuvenating their ap- 
pearance 
t works in a simple way. Just follow the easy directions, 
wear Smooth-e-e 15 minutes a day, and massage with a 
ildly astringent throat cream. This helps to stimulate 
the circulation, passively exercise the muscles and in- 
crease the skin tone. Young loveliness may be yours 
aga 
You should see a great improvement in a few weeks. We 
guarantee that you will be thrillingly delighted with the 
esults or we will refund your $1. 
10 DAY TRIAL—FREE 
send the coupon below. We will send you Smooth-e-e 
and Throat Strap at once. If for any reason you are 
t satisfied after 10 day FREE trial simply send back the 
and your $1 will be promptly refunded. 


MONEY BACK GUARANTEE 
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There was another side to my life, too. 
I was Philip’s helpmate. I went with him 
to visit the sick. I listened critically to ser- 
mons he prepared occasionally for delivery 
at our church, more often at other churches 
to which he’d been invited. He was getting 
a fine reputation as a stirring young speak- 
er in the pulpit. I helped him with his re- 
search in the library and in Biblical litera- 
ture. 

Philip did one thing which placed him 
squarely in the front ranks of the young 
ministers of the city. Instead of confining 
his activities to the church. he branched 
out into civic affairs. Soon there was no 
important committee, whether for the im- 
provement of the block, the relieving of 
juvenile delinquency or the Non-Partisan 
Committee for the Election of the First Ne- 
gro to the State Assembly which did not 
seek Philip’s aid. His name was constantly 
mentioned in the Negro and daily press. 
His picture appeared often. 

Three years after our marriage, rumors 
got around in high church circles that 
Philip was being considered for an impor- 
tant appointment in the connection. One 
rumor said that he would be given the big- 
gest AME church in Philadelphia. The 
other, that he would be kept in our home- 
town and constantly groomed to take over 
some day when the aging Rev. Stone de- 
cided to drop out of the picture or died. 

The presiding elder of our district and 
one or two of the greatest AME bishops 
had all met and been favorably impressed 
with Philip. To add to this, the dean of 
the seminary from which he had graduated 
kept pulling strings quietly in the back- 
ground and kept up with Phil’s career. He 
was a coming man in the church. 

I had everything to make me happy—a 
nice home, a devoted husband, a comfort- 
able standard of living, a respected posi- 
tion in my community. 

But I was becoming unhappier by the 
day. 

Philip’s activities necessitated his being 
away from home many evenings. There 
were board meetings, church meetings, con- 
ferences on this and that problem in the 
community. There was an endless succes- 
sion of things he had to attend to. I be- 
came almost cynical about the many times 
he couldn’t be home for dinner. 

I might have accepted this fact without 
distress if it hadn’t been for the insane 
jealousy and deep-rooted suspicion which 
always tortured me about Phil. On the few 
occasions when it was possible for me to 
be with him, I couldn’t help noticing the 
almost abject loyalty and admiration he 
inspired in other women. I could tell by 
their actions, the look in their eyes, their 
almost pitiful attempts to please him that 
I wasn’t by far the only woman in my com- 
munity who loved Philip. 

His manner toward women did nothing 
to decrease their admiration. He was court- 
ly and kind and intensely interested in any 
problems they had or anything they had 
to say. 

Knowing all the while that this was 


Philip’s trait; that he just loved people— 
innocently but warmly—I still couldn’t 
stand the idea of our being separated so 
much and for such long periods. I began 
to suffer unspeakable torture when he was 
out at night. I began to question him about 
women who were present at his meetings, 

I lived in a ferment of fear, insecurity 
and distrust. 

When I was almost at the breaking point, 
the big break of Phil’s life came. Dr. Stone, 
tired and infirm, offered his resignation as 
pastor of the church. In a dramatic sermon 
he announced that he was appointing Phil 
his successor to hold office until the next 
General Conference met. That would be a 
whole year and, with Phil’s popularity lo- 
cally and with bigwigs in the connection, 
he was almost certain to be appointed for 
a full term. 

Becoming suddenly the first lady of the 
church somewhat changed the rhythm of 
my life and averted the slow crackup which 
was threatening me. We moved into the 
parsonage. a big, beautiful building. Phil 
was given his own brand new car. His du- 
ties were, of course, tremendously _in- 
creased. He was now earning a very com. 
fortable salary. 

The salary worried Phil. He had a pet 
idea that ministers shouldn’t be mercenary; 
that their last concern should be money. 
He fretted privately about accepting the 
handsome stipend paid him. I tried rather 
vainly to point out to Phil that churches 
today must model their operations after 
efficient businesses in order to be success 
ful; that actually he was an executive and 
that even the Bible deemed a “laborer 
worthy of his hire.” 

“All the same, I don’t like it. Carol.” he 
said worriedly. “When I think of us living 
in comparative luxury off the quarter and 
fifty-cent offerings of hard-working scrub- 
women and day laborers, it just awakens 
something in me which protests.” 

That is why the gossip upset him. The 
gossip started—appropriately enough— 
with Sister Lane, the same bitter old woman 
who had taunted me about Phil and South- 
ern girls. Sister Lane was one of those life- 
long members, entrenched in the church 
and loving it dearly but always circulating 
some juicy or vicious bit of talk. Sister 
Lane had something new to talk about 
now. She set tongues to wagging about the 
fact that both Phil and I were on the 
church payroll, together drawing down an 
“outlandish” sum of money as she is re- 
ported to have put it. 

I heard about the talk but ignored it. 

Some of Phil’s loyal officers and friendly 
members told him about it. 

He talked the situation over with me. | 
was more exasperated with ‘him for digni- 
fying the matter with his concern than I 
was at Sister Lane and her tongue-wagging 
cronies. 

“So what, darling?” I argued. “We are 
both earning the money. We’re not stealing 
it. I give those church folks an_ honest 
nine-to-five day for my salary and often 

99 
more. 
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“T know. I know,” Phil admitted. “May- 
be they’re dead wrong. But we have got to 
realize as leaders of the church that we 
must not be in a position to be criticized 
even falsely, if we can help it. We have 


got to be like Caesar’s wife—above re- 
proach.” 
“Look, Phil,” I cried unthinkingly. “You 


know, you can carry this religious stuff 
too far. Here I am, perfectly thrilled over 
the idea of working as your secretary. It’s 
getting to be so seldom now that I ever see 
you at home at night. And you're getting 
ready to become disturbed by the idle prat- 
tle of some embittered old women who 
have nothing to do but spread propa- 
ganda.” 

Phil shrugged his shoulders and changed 
the subject. But I knew it was still on his 
mind. The next day, as we were working 
on some letters, he exclaimed: 

“T’ve got it solved, darling.” he told me. 
“The whole thing. Solved. It’s an inspira- 
tion.” 

“Whatever are you talking about, dear?” 
I asked perplexed. 

Phil got up from his desk and came over 
to mine. “Tell you what we'll do,” he said. 

He outlined his plan. I was to resign as 
the pastor’s secretary. He would employ a 
We would set up an office 
There would 


new secretary. 
for me at home in his study. 
still be a great deal of work for me to do. 
It was to be strictly a business proposition 
between us. He would pay me a somewhat 
lesser salary out of the increased income 
he was now receiving. I would have more 
time at home and with the combined ef- 
forts of he employed and 
myself, an even greater volume of work 
could be accomplished for the church. This 
would stop all the talk and he would feel 
better about the money he was receiving 
from the church. 

“Who will you get to take my place, dar- 
ling?” I asked. “You know how tough the 
secretarial situation is these days. Besides. 
the salary provided isn’t quite competitive 
with those offered by businesses and com- 
mercial offices.” 

“I think I have an idea.” Phil said 
thoughtfully. “I don’t want to say anything 
about it until I’ve got more to go on.” 


the secretary 


HE PLAN APPARENTLY was a good 

one. The following Sunday Phil an- 
nounced from his pulpit in a half-joking, 
intimate way that the pastor found it neces- 
sary to have his wife at home these days 
instead of working in the church office; 
that a suitable replacement would be made, 
but that I would continue to volunteer my 
time to aid the various activities of the 
church. 

Sister Lane looked quite defeated. She 
would have to find something else to use 
to stir up trouble now. Maybe, after all, I 
thought, Phil has made the wisest step. 

I set up my working headquarters in the 
study. I found it pleasant being a com- 
bination housewife and secretary. For the 
next few days I was lulled into a sense of 
contentment, 


Then Phil dropped the bombshell which 
touched off the terrible conflict in our mar- 
riage. 
smiles one 


He came home, wreathed 


evening. He thrust a telegram into my 
hands. 

“Just read that,” he ordered triumphant- 
ly. 

I read. And as I read I felt a dizzying, 


nauseous revulsion spreading all over me. 

The wire said: “Have your 
proposition with Dad. He approves. I am 
thrilled. Will arrive Monday week.” 

The name at the bottom was “Althea.” 

Althea Spark. The daughter of the 
dean of the seminary from which Phil had 
graduated. Althea Spark. The name so 
often mentioned in his letters from school, 
the name which had made me lie to Phil 
and pretend that I was ill and needed him 
to come home. 

Slowly I handed the telegram back to 
Phil. Slowly I said: “Phil. if you go through 
with this, I'll leave you.” 

Consternation went across his face. 

“You can’t baby.” he 
“What's wrong with 


discussed 


be serious said. 


Phil,” I 


what was 


“Everything’s wrong with it, 
cried. “Don’t you think I know 
going on with this hussy when you were in 
school? Don’t you think I haven’t got sense 
enough to know that if it hadn’t been for 
this Althea person, you would have come 
home when you were supposed to and not 
forced me to tell a silly lie to get you back. 


“Well, if you think that I'm going to 
stand by and let you have an office wife 


using her as your 


I was a fool 


under the pretense of 
secretary, you’re very wrong. 
to let you deceive me. to force me to quit 
the job and take a back seat.” 
Phil stood staring at me. staring as if I 
just met. cu- 
Then he spoke slowly, 


were someone he’d someone 


rious and insane. 
unbelievingly. 
“Carol. you think there’s been something 
Althea? You lied to me 
when you wrote and said you were ill?” 
“Yes, I lied.” I shouted. “I told a little 
white lie to stop you from living the lie 
you were living when you were pretending 


between me and 


to be true to me.” 

Phil stared at me still. Something terri- 
ble. yet quiet, in his gaze, almost made me 
shudder. 

“I’m sorry for you, dear,” he said. “I’m 
terribly sorry for you.” 

He turned abruptly and went into his 
study. 

Eyes hot with tears, I went upstairs and 
went to bed. 

But not to sleep. 

Hours later, Phil came upstairs. I heard 
sad footsteps go past the door of 
our bedroom, the hall. Phil went 
into the hall bedroom to sleep. 

The next day—and several days there- 
after, Phil tried vainly to get me to talk 
with him reasonably about the situation. 
The harder he tried, the more stubborn I 
grew. Finally, tight-lipped, cruelly cold 
and determined, Phil told me: 


his slow, 
down 









I'll Send You This Handsome 


SAMPLE FREE 


CASE 











MAKE UP TO 


$30 x DAY! 


Y ou can make plenty of EXTRA CASH for yourself, 
in spare time or full time, with this big, valuable, 
FREE tailoring Sample Case packed with 150 beau- 
tiful, big-value suit and overcoat samples. Just show 
the samples and last-minute styles to friends, fellow- 
workers, others. Take their orders for fine made-to- 
measure clothes—and pocket BIG CASH PROFITS 
in advance. No experience, no tailoring knowledge 
needed—and no money needed, ever. We supply every- 
thing FREE—sample case, sample suitings, equip- 
ment, instructions. Start making money first day! 
Your Personal Suits without 1¢ Cost! 

When men see the fine fit, quality and value of our suits— 
THEY ORDER! So we make it easy for you to get your 
own personal suits and overcoats without paying even 
one penny. Don't wait! Rush the coupon below with your 
name, address, and age for your FREE SAMPLE 
CASE—Today! 


STONE-FIELD CORP., Dept. aot 
5325 Ss. Throop $ Street wD Chicago 7,1 a 





TS TONE-FIELD CORP., Dept. S-964 
1532 S. Throop Street, Chicago 7, Illinois ; 
Please rush ABSOLUTELY FREE the valuable § Sample, 
'Case with suit fabrics and style display. Include in- 
Istructions, money-making plans and details for getting ! 
(my own suits without paying one cent. ! 








! Name 


6 $100 * MONTH 
JUST FOR WEARING 


AND SHOWING 


LOVELY DRESSES: 


Ladies—get beautiful dresses without Paying a 
single penny! And—make up to $100 in a month 
just by wearing and showing them to your 
friends! Choice of 150 glorious models given to 
you as a bonus. No obligation—no canvassing— 

no experience; just our way of advertising. 
Everything sent FREE, Send your name, ad- 
dress and dress size on postcard, 
ings limited. FASHION FROCKS, INC., Studio, 
P-4114, Cincinnati 25, Ohio. 









PATENTED 
DEVICE 
IS THE 
SECRET 









po the 
' with 
“a both hands 
ie first day—or don’t pay! 


Thousands have learned to play this fast, easy A-B-C way. 

a — Fwy melodies with BOTH ale within 
minutes! he amazing invention, the patented AUTO- 
MATIC CHORD *SELEC "TOR, there’s nothing to it. It auto- 
matically guides your left 3 Phis 
no trick method. You actually learn to read and play 
usic. No tedious scales, no boring exercises, no dreary 
pr actice. You start to play the minute you sit at the piano. 
Soon you're playing Hit Parade peamere, or hymns, or 
beautiful old ballads . i 
marvelous Dean Ross Pi 
illustrated lessons, 50 








SS play-at-onc rrar 
AUTOMATIC CHORD SELECTOR. Only $2.‘ 3 
have nothing to lose. and popularity and fun to gain, so 
mail iE the | 10-1 Day JREE- TE TRIAL ) CONDOR now! 


——— 
DEAN. Ross” PIANO wstupios i INC., piudio™ 610 
45 West 45th St., New Yo N. 

Send Piano Course of 30 30. ‘songs, 
Automatic Chord Selector. On delivery will pay postman 
just $2.98 plus postage. If not delighted, may return 
Course in 10 days for purchase price refund. The Automatic 
Chord Selector is mine to keep. 

0 SAVE SS¢! Send $2.98 now, 

guarantee. 


and Patented 


Te ssons, 


we pay postage. Same 


Name 





Address 


No APO, FPO, or Foreign COD’s 














































































CA have Money to get the things 
you've always wanted. Lead our 
ent for Valmor and Sweet 

Brown Products. Fast idlers Pecetoniee, BeautyCreams, 
Hair Dressing, Perfumes, Sachet Powders and Incense. No 
needed. Full or Spare Time. Earnings sible u 

).00 in .* doy, WRITE NOW for BIG MONEY MAKIN 
{PLE CASE Offer. VALMOR PRODUCTS Co., 
45. Py ang Michigan Ave., Dept. A-292, Chicago 16, ill. 








BLUE Book 
PERCENTAGES 
CaktsS— 5 t 


PERCENTAGES9ODDS 


Know your odds when play- 
ing Dice? Now Handy Pocket 
Blue Book shows you the 
right odds for making o point, the cor- 
rect odds for getting ony number on o 
given throw or a series of throws. Amore 
friends. Send for FREE Blue Book today ond 
also get latest, lowest prices for trick Dice, 
Cords, Poker Chips, etc. 


NATIONAL GAME SUPPLY 


PO BOX8GS DEPT. GE) TIBURON. CALIFORNIA 











New DAY-GLO 


\ CHRISTMAS CARDS! 


New 
payne ne 1 tr oto — 
r 


S 
= MAKE EXTRA MONEY SELLING EXCITING 





AAW 






ii Col 





: _- 
America’s Biggest 
morous, Everyday, Gift Wra e 


Line of 
thrilling sate tion of Gifts! 
Money Makers full 60%, cash profit on every “dollar seller. 
“2 This is America’s biggest money-making 
actually 512 gift} sreeting card ene gi i line, somethin for 


. items r friends ‘and neighbors! 
it every one 
— : Name imprinted Christmas Cards 
Ne as, clever designs, finest papers. All with SENDER’S NAME 
IMF PRIN TED... low as Scapiece! Extra easy profits showin; ~_ 
ncils, stationery, en labels. 












alized napkins, ribbon pe 

EX 4 A CASH BONUS on every sale. Rush nai address for 

RE pane ES Personal Cards and assor' tents on @ ogg 8 
1 


k for special credit plan and fund-raising i 


STY LE ‘LINE, Dept. D-37, 3145 Nicollet Ave., Minneapelis, Minn. 





GET YOUR 
MAN 


and make him yours FOR- 
EVER. Why take chances 
against other women who 
may be using mysterious 
charms? This is your chance 
to learn and use Secrets of 
Ss Appeal so powerful that even bad women can keep 
g 1en While good girls go without 


HOW TO WIN AND HOLD A HUSBAND 


is the very essence of confidential advice that a 

and Marriage Expert has given to thousands 

n—all ‘reduced to a simple set of rules—an easy 

f that you can learn to use to WIN YOUR MAN. 

iT DAY TRIAL Just send your name and address today 

a delivery deposit only $2 plus postage with your 

I Or send $2 with order to save C.O.D. and post- 

10 days. I positively GUARANTEE that 

more than delighted or your money back 
and no questions asked. Order At Once. 


LARCH, 118 East 28 St., Dept. 416-V, New York 16 











tse fo 





- a Sound Trade 
or Business 


Baking is one of America’s high 
industries in wages. Not sea- 
sonable. but year ‘round good 
field for trained experienced men. Thor- 
ough basic spare time home study course 
lays solid foundation. If you have apti- 
tude for this type of work, send coupon 
below for FREE Booklet, ‘‘Opportunities 
in Commercial Baking.’’ 


NATIONAL BAKING SCHOOL 
835 Diversey Parkway, Deot. 3237, Chicago 14, III. 


box klet ~~ Opportunitios in the Baking Industry’’ 
slar: 
























“Carol. this is the last time I shall ask 
you to talk this over. Althea is due here in 
three days. Perhaps I have made a mistake. 
I am sure you have made one in question- 
ing my faithfulness. As God is my judge, 
Carol, I love you. I haven’t been untrue to 
you and never will be. But we have got to 
talk this thing out.” 

“T don’t want to talk,” I raged. “Your 
slut is coming here so let her come. But 
when she comes. remember, I’m leaving.” 

Phil left the room. His shoulders sagged 
as he went, those beautifully broad and 
usually erect shoulders. I cursed myself 
for the way I was hurting him. But I had 
convinced myself that I was the persecuted 
one, 

The Monday morning arrived—the Mon- 
day when Althea was to come. I awoke 
from a fitful sleep, with a ringing head- 
ache. It was late. Recently, I’d been awak- 
ening late because of the long hours I 
spent awake and restless. Recently, Phil 
had been politely refusing my _politely- 
phrased offer to fix his breakfast. The 
house was quiet. Obviously, he had gone 
to meet Althea’s plane. 

Phil thinks I love him so much that I 
wouldn’t dare leave him, I concluded. If he 
didn’t. he’d tell that hussy to go back home. 
I'll show him—and her too! 

Phil didn’t come home until late that 
night. He went straight to bed. I guessed 
he’d had dinner with HER. How I hated 
this woman I'd never seen. 

That was it. I must see Althea. I had to 
find out what she looked like. what had 
attracted Phil to her. 

I knew that the following afternoon was 
the date for a big afternoon meeting of all 
the AME ministers in the district. Phil 
never missed these meetings. 

Tomorrow afternoon I would see Althea. 

They say that when you are spying, you 
see things you don’t want to see. I had 
hoped secretly that Althea would be an 
angular, ugly woman, someone to whom I 
could feel superior. 

She wasn’t. The minute I saw her sit- 
ting behind the desk which once belonged 
to me, I was more certain than ever that 
I had been right in my accusations against 


Phil. She was a cool-looking. attractive 
girl, smartly dressed. exuding efficiency 


and smiling the professionally pretty smile 
as I walked in. 

She stood. 

“May I help you. miss?” 

I looked at her through narrowed eyes. 

“You can’t help me and I’m not a miss,” 
I told her. “My name is Mrs. Philip Ham- 
lin. I know your name almost as well as I 
know your type. Please be certain to re- 
port to your boss that I stopped by for 
curiosity.” 

I heard Althea gasp as 
left. 

I heard her call my name. 

But my ears were full of strange sounds 
like those you hear in a shell. My eyes 
were brimming with indignant tears and 
my heart was filled with venom. 

I'd show Philip. I’d show her. 


she inquired. 


I whirled and 








clothes in a suitcase, looked in the desk 
drawer in Phil's study and got some money 
—enough to live on for a few days. 

I taxied to a hotel in the downtown see. 
tion. 

| registered under a name I'd dreamed 
up. 

I can’t describe those days I spent in the 
hotel. Hour after hour. I sat by the win. 
dow brooding. My only diversion was or- 
dering meals, sending the bellboy for mag. 
azines, switching the radio on and off. 

Sunday morning came and I took a taxi 
to church, 

The ushers recognized me instantly and 
prepared to conduct me to the front pew— 
the pastor’s pew. 

But I politely declined. I sat in a rear 
seat. 

I nodded mechanically to several people 
who recognized me. 

I sat through the services. Several times 
during those services my heart wanted to 
melt as I watched Phil. He looked so sad, 
so lost. His sermon wasn’t the usual bril- 
liant. moving experience. He fumbled, fal- 
tered, finally got through. 

Then he made the appeal for those who 
wanted to join the church. 

Before anyone else could respond. I rose 
and walked slowly down the center aisle, 
I felt, rather than saw, the heads turning; 
felt rather than heard the crescendoing 
whispers. I knew Philip’s eyes were on me, 
fixed on me with an almost hypnotic stare. 

I reached the front of the church. | 
turned and faced the congregation. It was 
as still as the heart of a cavern in that 
church. 

I spoke. I spoke the words I'd rehearsed 
over and over in my hotel room. 

“IT haven’t come to join the church.” | 
declared. “I come to leave it. I’m leaving 
because I no longer have any faith in the 
leader of the church—my husband. I can 
no longer continue to live with a man who 
has betrayed his sacred marriage vows to 
commit adultery with a woman he has im- 
ported to be his secretary. I can no longer 
worship under his leadership.” 

The gasp of horror that went through 
the quiet building was almost unbeliev- 

ably uniform. I walked slowly down the 
aisle, out into the street. 

As I left, I heard Philip’s voice. 

His voice ascended over all the murmur 
ings, the shocked mutterings. 

Philip was praying. And as his emotion 
choked prayer went across the auditorium, 
the whispers and murmurings were lost 
before its strength and power. 


I FOUND OUT LATER what had hap- 

pened. Philip had knelt in his pulpit in 
his greatest hour of crisis and bared his 
heart to God. Without defending himself, 
without condemning me, he had somehow 
gotten the message across to the people 
who loved him that crises come to all of 
us. even to the leaders of the flocks. His 
calm, quiet manner had quelled the riot of 





I took a taxicab home. I packed a few 
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sound which my vicious words had incited. 

Soon the whispers and the murmurs had 
become “amens.” No in that 
church audience knew the reason for the 
sensational thing which had happened. But 
all knew that Phil’s very tor- 
tured, but that his conscience 
All knew that whatever happened, 
minister was still their 
man, a beloved man. 

Lots of things happened, of course. 
carried screaming 
about what I had done. The whole city 
buzzed about it. I trembled at the thought 
of the ruin I had created, the unforgivable 
sin I had committed. 

But it wasn’t unforgivable 
He found me in my hotel the following day. 
He had been searching the city. 
had seen me entering the place. 
the lobby for hours and when I came down- 
stairs for dinner. he rose from his seat and 


one vast 


soul was 
was clear. 
their 


minister, a good 


The 


newspapers headlines 


in Phil’s eyes. 


Someone 
He sat in 


came over to me. 

“Let’s go home, 
I burst into great, 
him lead me out of the door to his car. 

To this day, Philip has never uttered a 
word of reproach. He had certain things to 
do and he did them. He knew it would be 
impossible for him to remain at the church; 
that it would be more impossible for me 
than for him. He wrote a letter of resigna- 
tion to the board of trustees. 
the presiding elder and asked if he could 
be transferred somewhere, a long distance 
away. 

The significant thing about it all 
that the presiding elder never questioned 
him, never seemed for one minute to hold 
him guilty. The presiding elder, like the 
congregation of the church, seemed to know 
instinctively that Phil was good and that 
anything said against him was a lie. 

When he had his business straight, Phil 
came home to me. He knew that I had been 
living these days at home in an agony of 
soul. He knew that I wanted to go down 
on my knees and beg his forgiveness. He 
knew that, as I had walked down the aisle, 
out of the church followed by the sound 
of his heartfelt prayer to God, I had real- 
ized how wrong I had been; that I had 
discovered in that long minute that Phil 
never had and never could be untrue 
me—or to himself. 

Phil came -home and 
we've got a new job to do. 
new church. It’s a small church. 
get half the salary and you won't get any. 
But I want you to be my secretary and 
helpmate, just as you once And I 
want you to promise me and I'll promise 
you that never again will we hide any hurt 
or fear from one another.” 

“I promise, Phil.” I said. “I promise.” 

That’s the only apology I ever made. To- 
night, when tiny Grove Street AME pours 
out its heart in tribute to Phil, I know 
he'll look down from his pulpit and smile 
into my eyes. 


Carol.” 


racking tears and let 


he said tiredly. 


He went to 


was 


to 


said: “Darling, 
We've got a 
I won't 


were. 


For he knows I am cured of 
a horrible illness and he knows that my 
life is dedicated to proving it. 


THE END 
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Do you want longer, shinier hair for those 
new, ultra-feminine hair-dos easy to 
swirl, curl and brush up or under? Free 
from breaking ends, ugly dandruff, itch- 
ing scalp! Check hair beauty you want 
below. Send coupon now for Long-Aid, 
and I'll prove you can have lovelier hair 
in just 3 days—or it won’t cost you a penny! 
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Aid dresses 
hair .. . condi- 
tions hair and 
sealp like noth- 
ing else with 3 
wonder - work- 
ing ingredients. 

First, extra- 
rich lanolin re- 
lieves your dry, 
thirsty scalp 
with nature's 
own oil .. +« 
helps growing 
hair look long- 


WU 





er, softer, shinier. 

Second, Long-Aid’s amazing new discov- 
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Third, miracle new K-7 kills certain 
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smelling. 
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you're 5 or 55, you don’t have to be 
ashamed of your hair. Long-Aid gives you 
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in wonder. 
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more starved for Long-Aid care! Order 
Long-Aid at once by mail as thousands do. 
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your money back and no questions asked 
. .. you keep Long-Aid as free gift! Long- 
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Women 
Won’t Let 
Me 


Alone 


(Continued from Page 31) 


ol, I went for two years to Creighton 
versity as a pre-med student. But you 
to have money to stay in college and 
t my start in show business as a dancer. 
$10 a week. I was the biggest star in 
clubs as Jim Bell’s Harlem, McGill’s 
Room, the Apex Bar and others. I 
| it even though the money was short. 
ere were women in these places and 
applauded me and swelled my head 
elling me I was cute and all that sort 
tuff. 
got myself a set of drums and not long 
had my own combination. In 1934, 
married to Olive Goodlow of Council 
ffs. Iowa. She was the first of my two 
s. We broke up in 1946 after we found 
we just weren’t suited for each other. 
r | got my divorce, I married Gertrude 
a beautiful girl from Chicago. I 
named her “Ice Cream” for she’s as 
as that. period! I need a wife like 
Cream” because a woman has certain 


ems being married to a blues singer. 
there’s a big difference among sing- 
ist like there is among musicians and 
in various other professions. The 


1 


singers are safer than any of us 
it’s mostly a matter of keeping their 
s about them and not getting excited 
teen age bobby-soxers come around 
1utographs or get smoochy and try 
ak into their dressing rooms. It’s 
excitement than sex. 
e same goes for the bop singers. Fel- 
who sing this style don’t have much 
worry about. The gals are usually 
e” or so “gone” they usually have to 
vakened in time to clap their hands 
ler “cool, man, cool.” The concert 
the tenors and baritones, don’t have 
trouble either. What they sing is too 
lectual to put “ideas” in a woman’s 
left to us male gospel and blues 
rs to take the rap. We are on the level 
everything is basic. We _ sing 
ind” music, earthy stuff about life as 
and not as some songwriter who’d 
out of his skin if a woman hollered, 
daddy, you sweet old thing,” at him 
s about with that “June, moon, tune 
soon” stuff. Gospel singers make peo- 
lo strange things like shouting. scream- 
unning up and down the aisles, danc- 
ind fainting and throwing pocketbooks. 
yw one, Brother Joe May, who is a 
ian riot in a gospel song concert. The 


set so upset when they hear fel- 


o 


like him that they might do anything. 





UT WHEN YOU SING the blues and 

sing them right. you’re in a brand new 
league. I know. I went out to California 
in 1940 to work in some of the Los Angeles 
joints. Somewhere along the way, I found 
myself singing the blues but I wasn’t too 
sure of myself and sang but occasionally. 
However. when I went to work at Curtis 
Mosby’s Club Alabam for the princely sum 
of $17.50 a week, I told the man I was a 
blues singer. My first night there. I had to 
get myself good and high before I had 
nerve enough to try it. Baron Moorhead 
had the orchestra. For some reason, I 
clicked. 

From that night on. I was moving up the 
line. We had a terrific show and I was 
soon emceeing revues headed by Ida James. 
the Berry Brothers, Pha Terrell and 
others. We had a lot of good looking chicks 
in the chorus—Avanelle Harris. Nadine 
Cole. the first Mrs. King Cole; Patsy Hun- 
ter, Alyce (Red) Keyes. Dorothy Seymour 
and Dotty Seamon. People like Ethel Wa- 
ters and the Nicholas Brothers made the 
place their hangout and from them I 
learned what show business was all about. 
When Lena Horne came by to see the 
show, I was her dancing partner. 

I got my first job in the movies when I 
danced in a picture. Hit Parade of 1944, 
that featured Count Basie’s orchestra. In 
this picture, made by Republic Studio, 
were the team of Pops and Louie and the 
chorus line from the Alabam. All the time 
I was picking up ideas about singing. I 
listened to all of them—Jimmy Rushing, 
Helen Humes. Big Joe Turner. T-Bone 
Walker. the great Rubberlegs Williams— 
and slowly it came to me what blues sing- 
ing really meant. While I was producing 
stage shows at the Lincoln Theater at 23rd 
and Central. I was still studying medicine 
books on the side and working out my own 
ideas for a blues act in front of my mirror 
at home. 

I knew that I had to be different if I was 
going to make any “bread” singing the 
blues. The woods are full of blues singers 
—some good, some great and some who 
stink. I wanted to be the greatest of them 
all. Since I don’t play piano or a guitar, 
I had to work out a new approach. 

Long before. I knew that if the women 
were with me. I was home free. I started 
snarling at ‘em. upsetting them, sneering 
at them and doing anything I could think 
of to get them mad at me. I was operat- 
ing on the theory that no woman really 
likes a “nice, conservative” kind of fellow. 
What most of them want deep down in 
their hearts is an outright hellion, a rascal; 
somebody they couldn’t trust but were 
afraid not to because he might know some- 
thing on them and talk out loud. A sinful 
man is seldom without a flock of women 
chasing him down. A nice, quiet, conser- 
vative man usually winds up with one and 
then catches the devil trying to hold on to 
her. 

The routine began paying off as soon as 
I left the coast in 1944 for Kansas City 


where I headlined my first engagement— 
at the Chez Paree. Women used to come 
there to heckle me, but I always won for 
I'd have them hanging around until I got 
off from work and then I'd treat them like 
something the cat brought in. It got so 
that the Chez was three-fourths filled with 
women every night I sang there. The fel- 
lows who came with them used to sit and 
look evil all the time I was on. 

My next booking came when Joe Louis, 
passing through Kansas City. came by to 
hear me. He got on the phone and called 
Charlie Glenn in Chicago and told him to 
make me the star of the next show at the 
Rhumboogie. That was where the woman 
jumped out of the balcony and nearly fell 
on me. I didn’t even look at her as she lay 
there on the floor, moaning in pain, but 
went on singing my blues as if nothing 
happened. 

That was why Lucky Millinder, whose 
band was playing the Regal that week, 
came up on the stage after I finished and 
said, “Look, man, I want you with my 
band. I need somebody to go along with 
Trevor Bacon. my regular vocalist.” That 
did it, for Lucky offered me $125 a week 
in place of the $75 Charlie Glenn was pay- 
ing me. Before Lucky could get his mouth 
closed. I had snatched at the offer. 

We went directly to New York and into 
the Apollo Theater. We opened to a half- 
filled house on a Friday afternoon. The 
night show drew an overflow crowd. It was 
like that for the rest of the week and we 
were doing as many as six and seven shows 
a day. It was all because of the new song, 
“ho Threw The Whiskey In The Well, 
Lucky had given me to sing. It was a nat: 
ural hit. Later on we recorded it on Decca 
and it sold nearly a million sides. All I 
got out of all that money was the $37.50 re- 
cording fee the company paid me. Lucky 
got the rest. His name was on the record 
as composer. I stuck around with Lucky 
for the rest of the year. 

But I was now getting big and decided 
I could go for myself. I made a contact 
with Apollo Recording Co. and got Illinois 
Jacquet’s band to back me up on one of 
the very few tunes I ever composed myself, 
Wynonie’s Blues. That one got me out of 
the barrel. My first quarterly royalty state- 
ment brought me a check for $10,000, more 
money than I had ever thought was in the 
world! That tune, as I noted before, was 
the one in which I holler, “Let’s drink 
some mash and talk some trash this 
mornin’.” 

After getting that big check, I decided 
I'd really go all the way in becoming a 
character people couldn’t forget but one 
whom they would either love or hate but 
never ignore. I bought a cowboy suit—it 
cost me $350—complete with chaps, boots, 
20-gallon Stetson, deerskin shirt and fake 
pistols. When I came into whatever joint I 
was working in, I came in “shooting” and 
talking loud. I bought me two Cadillacs 
and hired me two chauffeurs and people 
used to line up around 4 a.m. when I fin- 
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ished for the night at the Baby Grand in 
Harlem and watch me come out and pick 
out which of my cars would take me home. 

I hired a valet. in addition to my chauf- 
feurs, and a pretty girl as my secretary. 
When the girls started coming around to 
my dressing room or trying to get me on 
the phone, they’d nearly pop in anger when 

female voice told them I was “very busy 
with a young lady and cannot be 
turbed.” 

I saw to it that reports got around that 
I was whacky; that I was a rotter, a no- 


dis- 


good man if there ever was one. Women 
used to walk by me and shiver! Actually, 


I was making the whole act pay off big for 
bookings were coming in from all 
and every place I worked I got at least five 
per cent more money than I had at the last. 

All the time I was putting those green- 
backs away and paying on my home. When 
it looked as if the women were getting 
tired of I'd do something to shock 
them real good. I bought some leopard 
skin underwear and although I never wore 
them, Long Island, where I live. was buz- 
zing with talk about “that wild Wynonie 
Harris running around his yard wearing 
leopard skin drawers.” I finally had to buy 
me a leopard-skin bathrobe to prove that 
I had something colored like a leopard’s. 


sides 


me, 


Then there were a lot of things about 
my house. People who saw two persons 
ringing my doorbell figured I was having 
Actually Ice Cream and I have 
we 


party. 
parties very 
have a list of guests that would surprise 
there are musicians 


seldom and when we do, 


everybody. Of course, 
and show folks among them, but there are 
also highly-educated people of both races. 
For a while there was a terrific slump in 
show business and blues singers also felt 
it. | got a sudden idea. A young singer had 
popped up with a hit record, For You My 
Love, and people were talking about him. 
I got Larry Darnell, a Columbus, Ohio, 
boy. and had a talk with him. From it 
came the tour on which we in 1951 staged 
our highly-publicized “Battle of the Blues.” 
We did terrific 
through the South. 
We'd stand on the stage in some tobacco 


belt 


business on our drive 


barn or civic auditorium and each 
other with blues lyrics while the band 
jumped like mad behind Out in front 
of us, the people stood packed together 
like sardines, with the rhythm. 
Here and there, a few couples would be 


swaying 


locked together dancing, their eyes closed, 
or others would be kicking and throwing 
their arms out trying to do the lindy hop 
in the huge crowd. 

Every once in a while. fights would break 
out and the southern policemen would rush 


in with clubs drawn and drag out the 
“lame, the halt and the blind.” as they’re 
called in the Bible. Outside. the cops 


would finish whipping the guy’s head on 
Which the husband of some woman inside 
had begun when he caught the guy mon- 
keying around with his wife in the crowd. 
Then the wagon would come and off they 





would load of them. But Larry 
and I still were up there singing our blues 
against one another as though nothing was 


go with a 


happening at all. 

When we finally wound up the tour, we 
both had a pocketful of money. I had made 
a similar tour a few years before with Big 
Joe Turner. It also paid off big. Now and 
then I run across either of these two and 
we get together for a one-night shouting 
match. 


I've made dozens of records and most of 


them have sold over the 250.000 mark. 
Among them were Young and Wild, for 


which Walter Winchell once gave me an 
orchid. This was highly unusual. for Broad- 
way columnists like Winchell don’t dig the 
Negro blues. I stole Good Rocking Tonight 
from my man. Roy and also his 
Viss Fanny Brown, and made bigger hits 
out of them and more money off them than 
he ever did. 

My version of Good Rocking started the 
tunes, 


Brown. 


present vogue of “rocking” blues 
When I say I stole the tunes, I mean that I 
waited until Roy had made his sides and 
then out-sang him with my own interpreta- 
Papa Tree Top and Lollypop were 
a couple of other big sellers for me. 

I reached into the hillbilly feedbag and 
got hold of Hank Snow’s Don’t Roll Them 
Bloodshot Eyes At Me. 
So was Good Morning, Judge, another hill- 
billy. 


There was once an impression that the 


tion. 


It was a scorcher. 


blues had driven me stone crazy. | agree. 


I’m crazy like a fox for I’ve got enough to 


retire on tomorrow when I get tired of 
having fun. I’m not like a lot of fellows 
who are now on their heels and haven't 
even got started because they let the 
women go to their heads and threw their 
money away to help prove it. I draw a 


definite line. I play to create impressions. 
The women who really know me also know 
We 
know 
get stirred up by a man who seems cruel, 


vart of my secret. can laugh about it 
I ; g 


together for they how women can 


ornery, vulgar and arrogant. 

But no woman will ever completely dig 
me for such a woman hasn’t yet been born. 
I’m cool about it because I know what I’m 
doing and the chicks who try to be as slick 


I know 


*, I’m glad to see you with it 


as | don’t know 
To them I say 


what’s going on. 


because I saw you go and get it. Those 
who can’t dig that most assuredly can’t 


dig me. 


Oh, yes. There was once a lot of pub- 
licity around about me going into the min- 
istry. They said that I was quitting the 
blues singing business and getting myself 
lined up for a pulpit job. Well, I don’t 
mix the Lord and the Devil. They are the 
two I’m most afraid of. As long as I’m 
with the Devil, ’'m going to shake him 


down for everything, every dime I can get. 
But when I quit him, itll be time enough 
for me to thumb my nose at him and tell 
plumb straight back to hell! 


THE END 


him to go 
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(Continued from Page 36) 


that kiss. He didn’t rush me. He went 
in an unhurried, sure fashion. “This 
had practice,” I thought with an in- 
rd smile. 
Oh. I felt so smug. Like a spectator in 
erandstand, watching an exciting game. 
but not actually involved himself. I was so 
I could handle Lew the way I had 
led all the others. What a foolish, 
b girl I was! 
The minutes ticked by and I led Lew 
\ly lips parted under his and I moaned 
i little as his embrace tightened. In just 
1 minute now, I thought, I was going to 
il a halt. Then watch Lew squirm! 
You’re not quite as smooth as you think, 
Lew Jones!” I grinned inwardly. “You 
nk you've got this little girl sold, Romeo, 
but I’ve got news for you!” 
Suddenly, his caresses got too much on 
ntimate side. I put both hands against 
chest and pushed him away. “Hold on, 
Lew.” I warned, “you're going too far, 


What do you mean?” he said angrily. 

[ mean I’m not that kind of girl.” 
For a second he stared at me as if not 
ymprehending my words. Then his lips 
tightened and something crept into his 
s that frightened me. “I’ve heard about 
from some of the other guys. Judy.” 
vhispered in a low, hoarse voice. “I’ve 
ard you like to tease a guy and lead him 
and then watch him squirm when you 
ise to put out. Well, you picked on 


” 


wrong guy this time! 

[ realized with sudden panic that he was 

nker than I’d thought. “Quit this crazy 
ilk and take me home,” I ordered in a 
iky voice. “It’s late. Mother will be 

ingry.” I started to cry. 

Oho, so now she uses tears. That’s al- 
i1ys a good female device when the lady’s 
icked in a corner.” Lewis reached out 

and dragged me back into his arms. “Well, 
won't work with me, honey. Now be 

d to ol’ Lew.” 

[here was nothing suave about his kiss 

this time. It was cruel, animal, bruising. 

[ sobbed and struggled, but his arms 

| me in a powerful grasp and he 

kled, deep in his throat. “Go on, fight, 
little wildcat.” 

| managed to break away from him for 

econd. My trembling fingers yanked the 

door open. He grabbed at me and I 
ird my blouse rip as I threw myself out 
the car. I ran blindly then. through the 
rush, falling over limbs, getting to my 
panting with fear, plunging again 
the blackness. 





It seemed that I ran for hours, but it 
couldn’t have been more than a few min- 
utes before Lew caught me again and 
dragged me to the ground. I sobbed 
brokenly. All the strength to fight was ex- 
hausted from my trembling body. 

Lew didn’t say a word when he drove 
me back to town. I sat huddled in my cor- 
ner of the front seat. crying wearily. My 
clothes had been torn by the brush. my 
skin was scratched and bleeding. But far 
worse than the pain was the degradation, 
the utter filth that stained me from head 
to foot. I wanted to crawl into a bath tub 
and scrub myself for a week—but I knew 
that would not make me clean again. 
Nothing would ever make me clean after 
this night. 

I was a changed person after that night 
of horror. Gone was the frivolous, vain 
coquette. I moped around like a_ sick 
shadow and I refused all offers of dates. 
My mother became worried over the men- 
tal state I was in. Oh, I know I should 
have told her. My aching conscience 
begged to be unburdened. But I just 
couldn’t bring myself to reveal what Lew 
Jones had done to me. 

Rape is such a shameful word. I couldn’t 
bear to be smeared by that public stigma. 
And I knew that if my parents found out 
what Lew had done they would go to the 
law and have him arrested. Worse even 
than the shame, though. was the secret 
inner knowledge that I was to blame. If I 
hadn’t led Lew on, teased him as I did. he 
would never have lost control of himself. 

My folks, I think, finally decided that 
I was going through one of the emotional 
phases peculiar to girls in their teens and 
they tried all sorts of things to cheer me 
up. Sometimes I wanted to scream at them 
to please just leave me alone. But I man- 
aged to hang onto my ragged nerves some- 
how. 

One afternoon I came home from school 
and there was a strange boy waiting pa- 
tiently in our living room, leafing through 
a magazine. He glanced up and smiled 
when I entered the hall from the front 
porch. “Hello,” he called. “You must be 
Judy.” 

I walked slowly to the living room door- 
way, hugging my armload of school books. 
“That’s right.” I quipped, not exactly in 
a friendly tone. “and who must you be?” 

Mother came out of the kitchen then, 
her apron white with flour splotches and 
her face wearing the flustered expression 
it gets when she’s off on a big baking pro- 
duction. 

“Oh, Judy, dear. 
school!” 

Well, that was rather obvious, but I 
didn’t point it out. I just glared coolly at 
the boy with one of my eyebrows raised. 

“Judy, this is Hal Turner, Marion’s 
young brother,” Mother suddenly remem- 
bered. “He’s visiting her for a week. Isn’t 
that nice? I told him you’d be delighted 
to have a boy your age visiting right next 
door. I thought you could show Hal some 


You’re home from 


sights around town this afternoon and then 
we ll have a big supper over here. I’m 
baking an angel food cake. . .” 

I mumbled something to the boy about 
having to change clothes and I ran up- 
stairs to my room. Mother followed me. 

“Honestly. Mom.” I fumed, “you might 
have consulted me first. Maybe I had other 
plans. Maybe I don’t want to show the 
town off to this—this Hal person.” 

Poor Mom looked so hurt and contrite 
that my resentment collapsed and I ran 
across the room and put my arms around 
her. “Forgive me for being an old sour- 
puss, darling,” I begged, kissing her. “Of 
course I'll be nice to Marion’s brother.” 

I changed sweaters and went downstairs 
and Hal took me out to his car. 

I started out grimly determined to show 
Hal Turner a nice time and wound up by 
surprisingly having a lot of fun myself. 
Hal had a very sunny, nice personality. By 
the time we sat down to Mom’s angel food 
cake, I decided Hal was a pretty swell guy. 

I saw him every afternoon and evening 
the rest of that’ week. We went to the 
movies, the zoo and had picnics and went 
swimming together. ’'d never known be- 
fore how much fun it could be just to do 
things like that with a boy. But then, I'd 
never known anyone quite like Hal. When 
I was with him, I could almost forget the 
kind of person I had been and the de- 
grading price I had paid for it. 

The last night of that week, Hal and I 
were sitting in the porch swing, holding 
hands. The quiet evening air was filled 
with the perfume of honeysuckle that coy- 
ered one side of our house. Suddenly, Hal’s 
voice came to me softly out of the darkness. 

“This has been a swell week, thanks to 
you, Judy. I'll never forget it.” 

I squeezed his hand, a foolish lump in 
my throat. 

“T hate to leave,” he went on. “But I 
have to get back home. You see, my draft 
call has come up. [ll be going into the 
service in about a month and there are 
some things I have to attend to.” 

Hal leaned closer and there was a ques- 
tion in his eyes. He found the answer in 
mine, because he kissed me, then. It was 
pretty wonderful. It was Christmas and 
Easter and the Fourth of July all rolled up 
in one and skyrockets going off and a nine- 
ty-piece symphony orchestra in my heart 
playing beautiful music. 


WENT TO BED in such a tumult of 

emotion I didn’t close my eyes all night. 
I was happy and heartbroken all rolled 
up in one. I still hadn’t told Hal that I 
was soiled, that Lew Jones had robbed me 
of my innocence in a cheap, dirty way. 
Maybe, I thought tremulously, Hal would 
understand and forgive me. He was such a 
wonderful, big person, maybe he could 
still find it in his heart to love me, even 
knowing he was getting me second hand... 

Oh, you optimistic little fool, Judy Wil 
kins! You think you’ve paid the, full price 
for your transgressions? Well, you haven't 
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begun to pay. You won’t ever have the 
chance to tell Hal anything. 

I found that out a few days later. It was 
ghastly. The worst thing, ever. 1 was preg- 
nant! 

I wasn’t sure at first, There 
was the sickness and the fainting spells in 
school. Then I checked my calendar and 
the horrible fear began to creep through 
me like a cold paralysis. 

Hal wrote me long letters, but I stopped 
answering them. I could think of only one 
thing—what should I do? Finally I in- 
vented a story about going to visit a friend 
for a week-end and I took a bus to another 
town. When I arrived there, I picked a 
doctor out of the telephone book by closing 
my eyes and stabbing at random. 

He turned out to be a pleasant young 
man. He told me they had a new test for 


of course. 


pregnancy that was faster and surer than 
the old methods. I got a hotel room that 
night and went back to the doctor's office 
the next day for my verdict. Before he 
spoke, I saw the confirmation of my fears 
in his eyes. 

I slumped in my chair and covered my 
face with my hands. sobbing bitterly. 

The doctor came from behind his desk 
and put his hand gently on my shoulder. 
“There isn’t any reason for you to cry, 
Mrs. Allen. (That was the name I'd given.) 
You’re. going to find motherhood the rich- 
est experience of your life.” 

“You don’t understand,” I moaned. “I 
can’t have this child. Could you do some- 
thing so I wouldn’t have it? I'll give you 
anything—” 

A cold look in his eyes halted my words. 
He went back and sat down. “You’re not 
married, that it?” He smiled. “Don’t think 
your case is so unusual. It’s happening to 
girls all over the country every day. I 
would advise you to tell the boy and see if 
he won’t accept his share of the responsi- 
bility by marrying you. 

“If that doesn’t work, 
your family if you have one, 
one of the usual charitable organizations 
that care for unwed mothers. Whatever you 
“don’t risk your 
Then his voice be- 


then go home to 
or apply at 


do,” he warned sternly, 
life with an abortion.” 
came kindly. 
and see.” 

I tried several druggists and one offered 
me some hope in a patent medicine. But 
all the stuff did was make me violently ill. 

Hal’s letters became 
quent. Finally I got the last note from him. 
“Dear Judy- 


“Tt’s going to work out, watch 


less and less fre- 


-My leave will be due shortly. 
I'd hoped to spend it with you. but since 
you haven’t answered any of my letters I 
guess you'd rather we drop things right 
here. I’m sorry because I’d hoped maybe 
you liked me a little. . . .” 

The words tore at my heart. Hot tears 
scalded my eyelids. But I knew this was 
the only way. I couldn’t bear to face Hal, 
now. 

In my desperation, I even thought of sui- 
cide. I walked down to the 
afternoon and looked into the green depths 
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the river. almost longing for the peace 

d safety down there. Suddenly some- 

came to me. Maybe it was the voice 

»f God. I remembered the doctor’s advice, 

go tell the boy and see if he won’t 
iccept his share of the responsibility—” 

[ started getting mad all over. Why does 
cirl have to be the one to pay? Why 
Lew Jones, too? After all, it was his 

I would have just about as soon 

ped in the river as marry that stinker. 

But at least I could shield my family from 

tragedy. The thought of that made me 

a determined grip on my courage and 

ch right down to the garage where Lew 

ked. 

Lew. I have to talk to you,” I said. 

He took a cigarette butt from behind 
right ear, lit it and got slowly to his 

“Look, honey, I’m glad to see you 
but I’m pretty busy.” 

“This is important,” I said through tight 

lips. “Can we go somewhere and talk?” 

[ told you I was busy.” He was eyeing 
warily. 

All right,” I said through my teeth, 

ll tell you right here!” I took a breath. 

I we're going to have a baby.” 

For a moment after I spoke there was 

ymplete silence. In the front of the shop 
1ebody took a tire off and let the rim 

ike the concrete with a metallic ring. 
opened his mouth twice without any- 
s coming out. And then he said, “Now 
a minute. What do you mean we’re 

ng to have a—” 

Something in my eyes stopped him. He 

hed. “Maybe we’d better go somewhere 
1 cup of coffee. You don’t look so hot.” 

We crossed the street to a little cafe and 
in a booth. I’d seen our faces in a 
ror when we entered the place. We 

ked pretty grim. 

Now look, Judy,” he began again, “you 
ut with a lot of guys. What makes you 
sure—” 

[ cut him short. “Don’t try to wriggle 
of it that way, Lew Jones. You know 
were the first one to—you know there 

idn’t been anybody else before you took 
out that night. If you want to get stub- 

I can still yell rape so loud the po- 
will fall all over themselves grabbing 
up.” 

Finally we reached an agreement. We'd 
married right away. After the baby 

me we'd let a reasonable time elapse 

id get a quiet divorce. That would elim- 

ite a scandal and the child would have 
gal name. 

But I added firmly, “This is a business 

rrangement, Lew. We’ll have to live to- 

ther to keep up appearances. Just don’t 
get the idea that gives you regular hus- 
bandly privileges.” 

He scowled at me. “Don’t flatter your- 

elf, baby. I wouldn’t want to touch you 

a ten-foot pole. All I want to do is 

set this over with as quickly as pos- 
ble.” 

He sounded like a man facing a brief 

prison term! 

The next morning, we had our blood 


O 


tests made, then Lew applied for the 
license. In three days we were standing to- 
gether in a musty little Justice of the Peace 
office, repeating our marriage vows. I felt 
like an actress playing a part in an unreal 
play. This was my wedding day—the day 
a girl dreams about all her life! Futile 
tears stung my eyes. If I only hadn’t been 
a tease, the man at my side now might be 
Hal Turner. We would be standing to- 
gether in our church with our families and 
all our friends present and after the serv- 
ice, we would leave on a beautiful honey- 
moon.... 


W E LEFT THE courthouse and Lew 

drove me to a house he had rented on 
the outskirts of town. “It’s not much of a 
place, but it’s all I could afford,” he said. 
“Anyway, there’s a nice yard.” 

He stopped in front of the house. It was 
tiny and pretty run down. “Well,” I said, 
“maybe we could fix it up a little.” I bit 
my lip to hold the tears back. 

Then I had to face the ordeal of telling 
my folks that I was married. They were 
hurt and bewildered that I had not told 
them, that we had not been married in 
Dad’s church. More, I knew they secretly 
thought I’d made a terrible mistake, mar- 
rying a wild, irresponsible kid like Lew 
Jones. I could -hold the tears back no 
longer. I ran into mother’s arms, sobbing. 
“Please don’t be angry, Mom,” I cried. 

She patted my back. “There now, my 
little girl, there. there. Of course we aren’t 
angry.” 

Daddy patted my shoulder clumsily. “We 
just want our daughter to be happy, honey. 
If you want to be Lew’s wife, then we’re 
glad for you.” 

Well, Lew and I moved into the tiny 
house on the edge of town. Grudgingly. he 
bought some furniture on the installment 
plan. “Looks like we’re going to be here 
for a year. Might as well be halfway com- 
fortable. I can sell the stuff after we’re 
divorced.” 

We growled and snapped at each other 
like a pair of tom cats penned up together. 
But during the day, while Lew was at 
work, I busied myself sewing curtains and 
painting the woodwork in the little house. 
It was kind of fun being a housewife at 
that. I was surprised at how I became at- 
tached to that tiny bungalow. 

The first month or two of our married 
life, Lew left the house after supper and 
stayed at some bar until past midnight. 
I’d usually lie awake until I heard him 
stumble in and go to bed on the couch in 
the living room where he slept. But, then 
he began staying home a few nights a 
week to putter around the house. 

“This yard looks like jungle,” he com- 
plained, standing on the porch one evening. 

“T guess you expect me to mow it?” I 
retorted. By then I was beginning to look 
awfully pregnant. 

He shot me a disgusted glance and 
walked off the porch. I thought he was on 
his way to a bar again. But a half hour 
later he drove back in the yard and took a 


new lawn mower out of the car. I nearly 
fainted when I glanced out of the kitchen 
window and saw him grimly attacking the 
weeds and tall grass. 

After the yard was cleaned up we en- 
joyed sitting under the trees in the evening, 
Lew brought some bricks and cement home 
one week-end and built a barbecue pit un- 
der the biggest oak tree. Then we had bar- 
becued steaks and chicken in the yard sey- 
eral nights a week. 

As the time drew near for the baby to 
come, Lew spent every evening at home, 
He painted the outside of the house, then 
he fixed up a workshop in the shed back 
of the garage. I went out there one night 
and found him putting the finishing 
touches on a chair. 

Then, in the middle of the night, a week 
after that, Lew Jones, Junior, announced 
his arrival. I woke Lew when the first pain 
shot through me. He was so excited he 
took a fender off the car getting it out of 
the garage. It’s a wonder he didn’t kill us 
both, getting me to the hospital. 

I had a hard delivery. Sometimes I would 
come out of the black depths of pain and 
look around and Lew was always right be- 
side my bed. I had a grip on his hand and 
when the pains came, my finger nails dug 
into his palms. Tears trickled unashamed 
down Lew’s cheeks when I cried out. 

But the pain was soon forgotten when 
they put my son in my arms. He was an 
adorable child, and the very image of Lew. 
“Now are you convinced?” I asked Lew. 

He grinned with embarrassment. 

When I came home from the hospital, | 
found that Lew had fixed the spare bed- 
room into a nursery. The weeks passed and 
I was back on my feet, wrapped up in my 
housework and my son, whom I loved with 
every ounce of my being. 

There was plenty of gossip when our 
child was born just seven months after 
Lew and I were married. I knew that 
everyone suspected the truth. But at least 
my little boy had a legal name and the 
large part of my shame had been removed. 

One night I was standing before the 
mirror in my bedroom, trying on a new 
negligee. The door opened and Lew poked 
his head in. “ ’Scuse me,” he mumbled. “I 
was looking for that magazine I brought 
home last week.” 

“Oh, it’s in here on the bedside table.” 
I said. “I borrowed it this afternoon.” | 
went back to studying my reflection in the 
mirror, forgetting about Lew. 

Suddenly, I realized he was standing just 
behind me. I turned abruptly. He was 
breathing hard and there were deep lines 
of anguish in his face. Suddenly, with a 
broken cry, he stepped forward and swept 
me into his arms and kissed me violently. 

I was stunned for a moment, then | 
struggled out of his arms. “Have you gone 
goofy?” I panted. 

Shakily, he ran his fingers through his 
hair. “I—I guess so,” he admitted miser 
ably. “Judy, I’ve been going through hell 
for months. It isn’t easy for a man to live 
in the same house with a beautiful woman 
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and never touch her. I guess I could have 
had plenty of other girls on the sly, but 
for some crazy reason | 
one since we’ve been married.” 

He raised his hands in a helpless ges- 
ture. “Don’t ask me why. Anyway, I can’t 
stand any more of this. You have to let me 
divorce you now. I’ve lived up to my half 
of the bargain, but I won't be responsible 
for what I might do if I have to be around 
under these circum- 


haven’t touched 


you much longer 
stances.” 

Divorce. The word struck me with a 
strange, cold shock. Why, I hadn't thought 
about our agreement in months. Somehow 
I had slipped into an easy-going. com- 
panionable routine with Lew and my baby 
and the house, and I had forgotten this 


was only a temporary arrangement. 


S WE STOOD staring at each other in 
‘% silence, all the things we had shared 
and worked at together ran through my 
mind. I recalled our early quarrels, and 
my struggles to learn to cook the meals 
Lew enjoyed, the house we had repaired 
and painted until the 
yard Lew had cleaned, and his barbecue 


was a real home, 


pit. 

I thought about the simple pleasure we'd 
gotten out of the cheap little record player 
Lew had brought home one night. And the 
laugh “we'd had in the workshop when 
Lew’s chair se under him. 

Then something else. The night the baby 
came. Having Lew close to me through all 
Suddenly I caught his hand 
Through a 


the pain. 
mine and turned it palm up. 
burning haze of tears I saw the scars, still 
there from my finger nails. 

I had grown up, 


too, during 


I guess 


these months of being married to Lew. Be- 
cause | suddenly understood what mar- 


riage could mean. All those little things, 
shared. added up to something big. 
I raised my tear-filled eyes to his. 
I whispered, still holding his hand, 
do we have to get a divorce?” 
Lew held his breath for a second while 


“Law,” 


*“do— 


a quiet, deep joy grew his eyes. “I—I 
guess it would be kind of silly,” he said 


gruffly. And then I was in his arms, gladly, 
willingly. “I love you, Judy.” ite said hum- 
bly. “And I love my son. I want to keep 
you both.” 

Well, that’s my I paid the price 
for being a cheap little tease, and God has 
given me a measure of happiness in re- 
turn. I have never entirely forgotten Hal 
Turner. Wondering what might have been 
between us is part of the price I will pay 
the rest of my life. Knowing the whispers 
and the stares that go on behind my back 


story. 


Is another part of the price that I am 
still paying. 
If you are a girl playing the dangerous 


game the way I once did, please, please, 
see the warning in my story. You might 


Save yourself the anguish I went through. 
If you don’t change your ways, you might 
pay an even higher price. 


THE END 
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(Continued from Page 25) 


and her sense of decency inhibit her from 
making it appear that she enjoys a par- 


ticular brand of humor, especially if it is 
of the borderline type. 

Although she may inwardly get a big 
kick out of a risque joke, society has 


forced a woman to suppress her normal 
order that she appear to 
whether she is or not. But ac- 
have a more discerning 
sense of humor. The tendency on the 
part of men to laugh at anything labeled a 
“joke,” strongly sense 
of humor is less well-developed than that 


reaction in 
be a lady. 
tually, women 


may 


suggests that their 


of women. 


\ keen sense of humor usually goes 
hand in hand with high intelligence. This, 


then, seems to score a point for the ladies. 
The fact that today forging 
ahead in the arts. sciences and professions 


women are 
would seem to indicate that a woman is 
more than legs or a luscious anatomical 
treat. 

A terrific example of this is Miss Dun- 
ham who not only has fabulous legs but a 
brilliant mind. In addition to being a 
world-famous dancer, also an 
anthropologist in her own right. Her keen 
insight and her almost uncanny ability to 
know how other people think and feel are 
assets no less important than her dancing 
feet. 

Her technical knowledge of the theatre 
business sense have stood 


she is 


and her acute 
her in good stead on more than one occa- 
Producers and managers alike know 
her as a woman who drives a hard bargain. 
She has also demonstrated her intellectual 
and attainments the lecture 
platform as well as from the theatre stage. 
She has also written extensively. Surely, 
Dunham is more than a pair of sinuous 
legs. 
College-educated 
calypso dancer now turned singer, 


sion. 


power from 


Josephine Premice, 


former 
is another example to prove that a woman 
is more than a pair of shapely stems. Miss 
also studied anthropology 


Premice has 


and is considered an authority on the life 
and culture of her native Haiti. 
Janet Collins, lissome premiere dan- 


seuse of the Metropolitan Opera ballet, 
and first Negro dancer accorded the Oop- 
portunity to perform in the hallowed halls 
of the Met. 
tal powers are the equal of her physical 
attributes. Miss Collins, born in Louisiana 
and trained Los will often be 
found between performances or rehearsals 
Tolstoy’s War 


is another person whose men- 


Angeles. 


reading such heavy stuff as ‘ 
and Peace. 


Her legs are important to her, too, but 
















STRAIGHT HAIR 
FASTER 


OMBO 


safe and sure! 


No Lye, 
No Burn, 

No Red Hair, 
No Hot Irons 


lasts 3 to 6 months! 
With only one application 


even after shampooing and 
brushing—Even when wet. 


soft and smooth! 


Makes your hair handsome 
ard easier to comb... 
keeps it straight and neat. 
For women and children. 






sen 
SUPER 




















Wy 0... 


Lather with Kombo... 

comb and set hair as you like... 
pin curls, waves, page boy, etc. 
Neutralize with Kombo Rinse. 





That's all! AFTER 
Kombo Kit contains shampoo KAREN PICKARD 


and neutralizer rinse 
with directions. 



















STANHOPE MFG. CO. Dept. 84 





5864 Hollywood Boulevard, Hollywood 28, California | 
| Send Kombo Prepoid—! enclose $2.00 

Send Kombo C.0.D.—1 will pay postme | 
| No C.0.D. to A.P.O. - F.P.O. & Foreign Countries. 
| NOME . ccvccccccccccccccscoccccccccoccevccecsoeees | 





MONEY BACK GUARANTEE 





Pp ER 


is a Tremendous Mighty Power! Are you facing 
difficult Problems? Poor Health? Money or Job 
Troubles? Love or Family Troubles? Worried? 
Drink? Unhappiness of any kind? Would you 
like more aegemnens, Success and “Good For- 
tune” in Lif 

If you have any of these Problems, or others 
like them, dear friend, here is wonderful NEWS 
of a remarkable NEW WAY of PRAYER that is 
helping thousands to glorious NEW happiness 
and joy! 

Just clip this Message now and mail with 
your name, address and 3c stamp % LIFE- 
STUDY FELLOWSHIP, Box 5210, Noroton, 
Cc We will rush this wonderful NEW Mes- 
sage of PRAYER and FAITH to you by AIR 
MAIL, absolutely FREE! 












Do you want POWER, Love, Money, Health, 
Happiness? The true way to mastery will 
open for you when you know how to as 
for and how to accept the gifts that GOD 
has stored up for those that love and obey 
Him. Learn 


THE MAGIC FORMULA for 
SUCCESSFUL PRAYER 


——e are some of the amazing things it 
ells you about: When to pray; Where to 
How to ore y. The Magic Formula for Health and 
through prayer; for conquering fear through 
aed obtaining work through pr ayer; for money 
© yer; for influencine others through prayer; and 
many other “valuable instructions that help you get things 
vou "0-DAY TRIAL—SEND NO MONEY 
“DAY TRIAL— N 
Just send your name and address today and on delivery 
simply deposit the small sum « § — $1.49 plus postage 
with your postman. (To save ».D. and postage, send 
1.49 in full payment with cae order.) I positively 
TEE that you will be more than delighted with 
SULTS within 10 days or your money will be returned 
promptly on request. Order now! 


LARCH, 118 E. 28th St., Dept. 616-D, N. Y. 16 
oO 
él 


pray; 
Succes ss 











Design 
5 t s 

STUDY AT HOME—DEVELOP YOUR TALENT 
you wish to make a career of dress design- 

r want only to gain the skill needed to create 
styles for yourself and members of your family, 

ynal School of Dress Design now offers you the 
ty to acquire practical basic training which re- 

spare time study at home. 
se with aptitude, our interesting home study 
yn Course in Fashion Designing, Fashion Sketch- 
tern Drafting, Cutting, and Fitting provides a 
indamental background—a background which 
the door to an eventual fashion career, or add 
ition, thrills, and zest, as well as increased skill, to 
k of the homesewer or the dressmaker, 


A LEADING HOME STUDY FASHION SCHOOL 

years of experience, our training covers all 

hases of styling and costume designing. Basic 

s are taught by the inspiring “learn-by-doing” 

ste apt -aee p under the supervision of a qualified 
10 takes a real interest in your progress. — 


FREE BOOKLET! MAIL COUPON TODAY! 
i mail coupon below at once for 
free booklet, “Adventures in 
esign,”’ and full particulars. Sent 
prepaid without obligation. (No 
1 Will Call.) 


_NAT tONAL SCHOOL OF DRESS DESIGN 
835 Diversey Parkway, | Dept. 3237 Chicago 14, Mi, 


NATIONAL t ScHO0L OF DRESS DESIGN, Dept. 3237 

ersey P arkway, Chicago 14, Ill. 
se send me FREE and postpaid your booklet, 
res in Dress Design,” and full particulars. This 
me in DO way. 


Plea 








ONE, State 


—— Try this new amazing 
scientific home method to 


Add Shapely Curves to 


SKINNY LEGS! 


Which of These af ankles, calves, 
Leg Problems Me . 
thighs, knees, hips! 


Are Yours? 

Stop being self-conscious 
about your scrawny, bony 
legs! Men are always attract- 
ed by shapely appealing legs. 
Skinny legs rob the rest of 
your figure of attractiveness! 
Give yourself a chance to look 





_— 
Straight 
Hips 


hieher skirts, bathing 
shorts, etc. t last you 
too can try to help yourself, 
improve underdeveloped legs, 
due to normal causes, and fill 
out any part of your legs you 
wish ... toothpick ankles ... 
stringbean calves... bony knees 
.. Serawny thighs... straight- 
line Eee hips... or your 
legs all as many women 
have by follow ing this new scien- 
tific method. Well known author- 
ity on legs with years of experi- 
ence offers you this tested and 
proven scientific course—only fif- 
teen minutes a day—in the pri- 
vacy of your home! Contains step- 
by-step illustrations of the easy 
SCIENTIFIC LEG technique with 
Pe instructions; gaining 
Stringbean r legs, ged skin color 

Calves and circulation of legs $ 


- 
Scrawny 
Thighs 


section of leg according to height 
and weight. From the ve' 
day you may feel the S eilcatiog 
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about this wonderful technique. 
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feel that her career should 
“The theory that 


she does not 
interfere with marriage. 
dancers can’t combine marriage and danc- 
she says. “It’s true that 


ing is ridiculous.” 
but if 


dancing takes time and 
you’re in love, you can do anything.” 

When we went to Argentina in August 
1950, I had a rather amusing, and at the 
same time, unnerving experience. It seems 
that the law there will not permit a pro- 
fessional performer to appear if he or she 
is under 21 years of age. I would not be 
21 until September. so in order to get a 
permit to appear, I had to have another 
one of the girls in the company legally 
“adopt” me. thereby assuring supervision 
of my morals. The girl who “ me 
was only 22, herself. so we got quite a big 
laugh out of the affair. 

It was her responsibility to see that I 
went directly home from the theatre and 
was not permitted to enter any places of- 
fering adult entertainment or dispensing 
alcoholic beverages. This was during the 
time of the late Eva Peron, who herself 
was an example of the thesis that a wom- 
an can be brilliant and talented as well as 
Several members of our com- 


energy. 


adopted” 


beautiful. 
pany were her guests. along with members 
of a Spanish ballet group and the Paris 
Opera Company at an elaborate banquet 
given by her. 

Ask the average man whether women are 
smarter than men, and he will usually give 
an emphatic “no.” But Ashley Montagu 
in his book The Natural Superiority of 
Women, takes a different view. He says: 
“Men have women from 
time immemorial. and one of the subtlest of 
the ways in which they have done so is 
through the development of elaborate 
codes of chivalry and etiquette.” 

Because most men will let it be known 
that they think that a beautiful woman is 
dumb one, a woman must have 
brains of her own. if for no other reason 
than self-defense. In the matter of con- 
tracts, for instance. I can think of an ex- 
perience I once had with an unscrupulous 
producer. He offered me a contract which 
stated, in fine print, that in the event I 
left the group voluntarily, I should pay 
the producer, for a three-year period—ten 
per cent of all monies that I earned in 
any way. 

Naturally, this did not make sense to me, 
so I handed him the contract back. I 
knew that if I ever left the group volun- 
tarily, it would be in order to better my 
financial condition and I certainly do not 
intend to give away any of my earnings to 
someone who did not have a hand in mak- 
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browbeaten 


per se 


ing them possible. Yes, it pays to have 
brains and to use them to one’s advantage, 

In a world where women bear a greater 
responsibility than ever before for the 
preservation of our way of life, a woman 
should never take a back seat. First of all, 
are more women than men and we 
live longer than they do. We spend 85 
cents out of every dollar going for con- 
sumer goods. and. someone might add. we 
suggest what the men should do with the 
remaining 15 cents. 

All of this should make women feel very 
proud but not boastful because we have 
our feminine foibles. too. For example, I 
like good clothes but not the usual run of 
clothes. They must be different. or arty, 
so to speak, and I sometimes like to make 
suggestions regarding the designing of my 
personal wardrobe. 

My weaknesses are earrings. shoes and 
perfumes and every once in a while I go 
out on a shopping spree. particularly when 
I am abroad because an American dollar 
goes so much further over there, I don’t 
bother too much about hats. especially 
since | wear my hair in an Italian poodle 
cut. Most of my hats are of the cloche type 
because, among other things, they keep my 
ears warm in winter. I hate to wear stock- 
ings and I love warm climates where I 
don’t have to be bothered with them. 

From all of the foregoing, it might ap- 
pear to some persons that I would be a 
very difficult person to please and woe 
unto the man who may make me his wife, 
but I don’t think that I’m quite that bad. 
I want to prove to myself that I can make 
the grade—reach the top on my own 
power. After that, a lot of my views may 
change. 

Actually, because we travel at such a 
fast pace—hopping from city to city and 
country to country—it is difficult to form 
a lasting friendship with a man. I accept 
many of the offers that I have for dates 
and manage to have an exciting time, but 
the thing that excites me most is 


there 


right now, 
my career. 
My legs have carried me a long way 
since | began my professional career and 
I hope that, barring accident, they will 
carry me much farther. If they in any way 
help in carrying me to the altar. I hope 
that the man who stands beside me when 
the preacher pronounces those magic 
words, will have raised his sights high 
enough to see the other qualities with 
which I am endowed. 
I certainly don’t want him to be like the 
fellow backstage at Ciro’s. 
THE END 
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MY MIXED MARRIAGE FAILED 


By Sheila Guyse 
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